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light up your life 



EN / STEVE REID 



NYC 



LP I CD I DOWNLOAD 



Kieran Hebden - Electronics 
Steve Reid - Drums 

Recorded at New York City's legendary Avatar Studios. 



WWW.KIERANHEBDENANDSTEVEREID.COM 










SLEEPWALK 



ACIO) 



CD / DOWNLOAD 



On 'Sleepwalk', Glasgow's legendary Optimo, or to give the club its full name, Optimo (Espacio), takes you out 
from the subterranean possibilities of the nightclub into some deep, deep, inner space. 'Sleepwalk' is a listening 
collection. Not so much soft focus as a misted up lens. Drifting across the mix is Damon's Gypsy psyche, 
bucolic analogue ennui from mid-70s Germany, Lee Hazelwood at his most dissolute and intoxicated, Duke 
Ellington played straight, Arthur Russell and Karen Dalton juxtaposed as spectral songwriters, and a whole lot 
of fragments of considered musical beauty. 

www.optimo.co.uk 





presents DREAMS COME TRUE 
CLASSIC FIRST WAVE ELECTRO 1982-1987 cd 

For 'Dreams Come True' Jon Savage has tuned his acutely discerning ears into the febrile rhythms 
low end frequencies and street level sense of fun rippling through early eighties electro. 

The result is a definitive compilation of 1 2" mixes and vocal cuts of some of Electro's most 
hedonistic and breathless tracks. 



WWW.DOMINORECORDCO.COM 

WWW.DOMINORECORDCO.COM/MART WWW.DOMINORECORDCO.COM/DOWNLOADS 
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'Anything you can 
pretend to be, 
you are' 

- Of Montreal, p42 
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The Zeitgeist is, by its very nature, mercurial: define 
it, and you do so by accident, unwittingly; chase 
after it, and you'll never, ever catch it, forever 
arriving to the party wearing yesterday's shoes 
just after the last cracker got pulled. It's become 
almost take for granted that the revolutions of 
fashion are a generational thing; that youth tribes 
displace, and are in turn displaced by younger, 
newer youth tribes. But then, there are some figures 
who seem to stand outside of such discourse, who 
live by their own code. 

Grace Jones is one of these figures: individual, 
iconoclastic; defining, never defined. Earlier this 
year, she returned to music after a 20-year absence, 
and the song she returned with, 'Corporate 
Cannibal' -while actually penned four years 
previous - sounded so prescient as to be spooky. 
A vicious, delicious satire on late capitalism, 
corporations reduced to feasting on their own, 
it's recession and depression set to a noir beat. 
"/ deal in the market/Every man, woman and child is 
a target, " leers Grace, wickedly. "I'llmakeyou 
scrounge in my executive lounge. . . " 

Plan B were lucky enough to score an interview 
with Ms Jones, and Melissa Bradshaw's meeting 
with her is funny and enlightening: a portrait of one 
of pop's true transgressives, one who found the 
world didn't fit her, so chose to bend it round to her 
way of thinking. As traders cradle their heads in 
their hands and jagged mountain ranges turn into 
precipices on gigantic overhead screens, Grace licks 
her lips, sharpens her nails, and goes out to hunt. 

Elsewhere in this issue, we meet more free 
thinkers: what other terminology, after all, to 
describe the effervescent Kevin Barnes, lurid 
ringmaster of Of Montreal. At first listen, Barnes' 
new album, Skeletal Lamping, is a real oddity, 
jumbled and idiosyncratic to the point of being 
unpalatable - but on further listens, it betrays its 
own peculiar logic in bursts of revelation, like an 
inebriated confidant might spill out a string of dirty 
secrets. In interview, Barnes appears equal parts 
lucid and confused, airing neuroses and grappling 
with contradictions in an attempt to untangle the 
tangled and reclaim meaning from mythology. 
Whether he succeeds, perhaps, is irrelevant, so long 
as it involves him riding onstage on a white stallion, 
cavorting with dancing skeletons, and making his 
imagination flesh. "You have to do something 
exceptional," concludes Barnes. "Otherwise, 
there's no point in doing it at all." A sentiment, you 
suspect, that Grace would agree with to the letter. 
Louis Pattison 
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DEERHOOF 

Offend Maggie 



THE NEW ALBUM OUT NOW ON ATP RECORDINGS, 
AVAILABLE ON CD, LP AND DOWNLOAD. 




"dazzling." 4/5 
MOJO 

"Quite a riot. .they sound like a band wigging out 

on the joy of playing together for the first time." 4/5 

UNCUT 

"gorgeous multi-layered pop" 8/10 
ROCK SOUND 

"Offend Maggie works perfectly. .lusher 

than we've heard (from) them before." 

ROCKAROLLA 

"An avant-garde pop record that is not only 

daring and innovative, but a joy to listen to." 8.5/ 1 

FACT 

"beguiling, characteristically uproarious new album." 
NEW YORK TIMES 

SEE DEERHOOF LIVE AT LONDON'S ULU 2 DECEMBER 2008, 

ATTHEIR ONLY UK SHOWTHISYEAR, GOTOWWW.ATPFESTIVAL.COM FOR MORE INFO. 



. www.atprecordings.com . 
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strange bonds 



Words: Daniel Spicer 

Dream Triangle photo: Simon Fernandez 



Dragging t 

cave-bli 

denizens 

of the 

underground 

into bright 

lights 



Approximately Infinite Universe 

ICA, London 

By the time this hits the capital, it's almost possible to hear the blip of 
excitement it's causing on the radar of the 'post-everything spontaneous 
experimental underground' (or 'noise scene', if you prefer): a national 
package-tour of out-sounds or a 21st Century chitlin'-circu it travel ling 
review, flinging togetherthe leading practitioners of twig-haired lo-folk 
from Finland and ecstatic drone-improv US psychonauts. 

Of course, it's cool that the Arts Council funds this kind of venture- 
channelling government money away from Trident and into a different 
kind of meltdown altogether- but you have to wonder if it's achieving 
what it thinks it's setting out to do: dragging the cave-blind denizens 
of the underground, blinking, into bright lights and nearertoa 
kind of mainstream recognition. Thing is, some things just work best 
in a subterranean setting. You knowthat feeling of delicious tension you 
can get in a small room over a pub, a couple dozen people held in rapt 
communion as tousled outsiders hunch over their work a few feet away, 
revealing at the very least a vast quantity of exposed boxer-short, and 
sometimes much, much worse? On the high, remote stage of the ICA, 
it's a different scene entirely. 

It all follows a simple enough formula: four 40-minute sets, each 
combining acts from either side of the pond. Trouble is, instead of 
coming up with something entirely fresh and collaborative, these new 
confluences mostly allow the more expansive, more penetrating 
identities to overwhelm. Have you evertried adding vinegarto milk? 
No one wants to pour that on their Weetos. 

So, if anyone was expecting Karl Bauer -aka Axolotl- to seamlessly 
incorporate his swooning, violin-wave bliss-outs into Kemialliset 
Ystavat's sepia-spook folk-prog, they were soon disappointed. For the 
most part, Bauer plays syn-drum rhythm pads in locked-on four-four 
real-time, adding a strangely inappropriate hand-clap jiggidy-jig to the 
Finns' goblin-procession wah-wah psych. Sure, Bauer finds his fiddle 
halfway through, and there's short bursts of drone, but why aren't the 
hairs standing up on the backs of our necks? 

Esand Fursaxa-that is, SamiSanpakkilaandTara Burke -are an 
entirely more convincing combo. Starting so minimally that Sanpakkila 
feels the need to cut through the big-venue hubbub with a polite call 
to attention ("We're gonna start pretty quiet"), they delve right into an 
exercise in hushed atmosphere building with gentle sighs, bells and 
moans. Sanpakkila's flutes sketch out a woodland grove and then Burke 
takes it to the church -or at least to the nearest monastery -for a 
medieval reverie of mead-sweet vocal chants and accordion. 
She's got these Cadfael ecclesiastics so down pat that, by the time the 
last tallow candle is snuffed out, it's easy to forget that Sanpakkila is 
even there. 

But at least a couple of people actually catch a glimpse of him. 
Opinion is still divided as to whether Skaters and Tomutonttu- billed 
here as Dream Triangle -are physically present at all. This was where all 
your misgivings about the lofty stage come to bitter fruit. Presumably 
hard at work down below the line of sight of everyone except maybe 
some tall dude at the front, with just one static image on a screen behind 
to draw the eye -this is no spectacle. Just as well, then, that it's the 
evening's musical highlight: an angelic, infinitely ascending drone that 
has Skaters cognoscenti nodding-out in trance-stupor approval. At time 
of writing, search parties are still trying to locate Tomutonttu. 

It would be nice to end the night with an eerie sing-along, to let Merja 
Kokkonen'slslaja persona cast a dark spell with her runic fjord-song, 
while Samara Lubelski spins glistening web fibres on cello and guitar. 
It might have been a beautiful ending to an adventurous evening. 
So, you have to wonder who the hell thought it would be a neat idea to 
let B levin Blectum bounce all over these freak-folk torch songs with dull- 
thumping laptop beats and squidges. Some call it 'playing the wild card.' 
Others insist they witnessed the birth of a new and not entirely welcome 
genre: Clannad-core. It's a toss-up as to whether those government funds 
might have been better spent on some new nukes after all. 
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jahdan blakkamore/ 
dutty artz 



Words: Ringo P Stacey 
Photography: Shawn Brackbill 



Jahdan Blakkamore came to the USA in the early Eighties, age 1 2, via Toronto, 
sneaking in disguised as his cousin. "My parents heard about the great 
opportunities," he says, "Times were hard in Guyana." Not that things were 
at first much easier in the US: "Having to adapt to the American lifestyle and the 
American way of living brought me to appreciate my culture. 

"I went through an initiation trying to adapt to the Americanised way of 
doing things, of living, dressing, and conducting yourself. I learned how to 
speak American. When I come home I would speak one way, with the teachers 
and my friends I would speak another. I started to feel racism and realised white 
folks viewed Caribbean black people a little differently from how white folks 
viewed me in Guyana. 

"Or at least it felt different in Guyana," he concludes, conceding that his 
perception may have been coloured in part by his youth. If the move helped 
clarify his identity, it was as more than just a Guyanan immigrant: " My love for 
my mother Africa is ever present in my life and in my mind having learned the 
things that I've learned. I've grown to love my ancestry and culture even more 
because of being stripped from it." 

It's a heritage that booms through even the most subtle tones on his records, 
in a bunch of different contexts. Starting way back in 1 995, politely toasting 
down the apocalypse on Smif 'N'Wessun's 'Sound Bwoy Burial', he's since grown 
in assurance and authority through further records with Boot Camp Clik, and 
more recently with his reggae band Noble Society. Melodic and clear, he's got 
a voice as at home there as anywhere, maybe. "My first memories rest with this 
vibration I got from my parents, who loved gospel and soca and calypso and 
a little bit of reggae and mento music..." he says of his childhood. "Rap music 
is one of the first musics I gravitated to when I came to America. " 



'The denseness of New York 
City and the f ruitf ulness of 
the tropics' 



But over the last few years he's been building a parallel career helping 
imagine a new alloy of dubstep and grime infused with the bountiful spirit of the 
Caribbean diaspora. It started in 2005 with an appearance on the fast-stutter 
beats of Team Shadetek's 'Brooklyn Anthem' with his friend 77Klash (say it 'two 
sevens clash') and Matt Shadetek on production. It continued this year with the 
same core reconvening in Jahdan's name on sessions for an album, Buzzrock 
Warrior. That's due February 2009 on Dutty Artz, a label set up by Shadetek and 
DJ/rupture, but two tasters are scheduled for December: 'Dem A Idiot' and 'The 
General', one an ectstatic fit of derision, the other Dirty South-screwed reggae. 

The badge on the Dutty Artz label's MySpace calls it 'New York Tropical' and 
though the name isn't his, Jahdan likes it fine. "That's a very unique and creative 
term. You think of the denseness of New York City and then you think of the 
f ruitf ulness of the tropics - it put an image in my mind, and I always like that. 
It represents all the people of the diaspora generating heat. It's a great expressive 
way of conveying what Dutty Artz is attempting to do, as a small label of 
bredren trying to work within our market place, to create a vibe, something 
we can call our own." Shadetek shares similarly broad views of what Dutty Artz 
is: "The reason it's a label is because we have music we want to release. But it's 
also an outlet for us and our friends' total creative output. " 

For Shadetek the next stage, having lived and effectively trained in Europe, 
is looking to translate some of his hard-learned musical lessons into American. 
His project received an unexpected jumpstart when earlier this year the 
instrumental for 'Brooklyn Anthem' was adopted by dancers from the Brooklyn 
teen bashment dance scene and rechristened the 'Craziest Riddim'. He's 
planning to build on the success with a mixtape called The Craziest Architect. 
"We're trying to make this kind of grime/dubstep sound really go in New York 
and Jamaica, looking less to England and more to our own backyards." 

It's the same challenge that British people making hip-hop have faced. 
" Exactly, and grime is a response to that challenge. So in a weird way I feel like 
we need to have our own movement, create something that responds to grime. 
That was the lesson to me, creating that popular local music is so important, 
and is the reason that I'm so pleased with the success of 'Craziest Riddim'. 
These 1 2-year old kids now are dancing to grime in Brooklyn not knowing 
that it's grime." 

www.duttyartz.com 




BRIGHTBLACK MORNING LIGHT • MOTION TO REJOIN 

NEW ALBUM OUT NOW 
CD/LP/DL 
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ncho 

Hannah Gregory 

Between the Canary Islands and Barcelona, El 
Guincho's rhythms swing. Between the Sixties exotica 
musicians of his home isles and the carnival spirit of his 
adopted city, his samples swell. I confess I'm a sucker 
for such island-in-the-sun music, especially when here 
it's so grey, and his debut disc, Alegranza- out now on 
Young Turks - spins yellow, pink, cyan. 

Pablo Diaz-Reixa - aka El Guincho - is before me, 
excitable, fidgety, telling me how he used to write 
stories to keep himself afloat. He attempted a novel, 
which turned into a baroque failure. The publishers 
pulled the plug - so he turned to music. It had always 
been in the background, as his grandmother, a music 
teacher, guided him in piano, percussion and vocals 
since he was a boy, and his grandfather, a jazz 
promoter, set up shows for Caetano Veloso. 

What follows on are some stories, passed on in 
his Spanish-accented voice. 

The first - of childhood inspirations: 

"My Dad used to bean environmental inspector for the 
Canary Islands, and sometimes I would go with him on 
excursions. We were on the way to Alegranza, a tiny 

'Drowned by the voices 
surrounding me' 

tropical islet, when the boat capsized. I was very young, 
so I don't remember everything, but I do remember this 
image of a big bird of prey [in Spanish - el guincho] 
staring at us when we made it to the shore" . 

The second - of recorded creations: 

" I wanted to make a homemade hi-fi, so that my vocals 
were drowned by the recorded voices surrounding me. 
What I did was play samples [of Cuban doo-wop, sea- 
side beachcombing, cheering village folk; voices that 
might belong to exotica artists Russell Garcia or Martin 
Denny -or any surfs-up, happy soul] through six little 
amps around the room, then place the drums in the 
centre where 1 would sing. It's how the record sounds 
layered, like it's made by a collective group, when in 
fact it was me alone." 

The third - of surreal Socialist colours: 

" I was asked to write the anthem for the new Socialist 
mayor of Barcelona. It was crazy, they didn't give me 
any real brief for words or music, except that he came 
up and said he really liked Bruce Springsteen and the 
Beatles' Revolver. Like. . . alright. So, I made this hippy 
pop thing, which was blasting from speakers across 
the city and during their meetings." 

And that's how his music matches the magic realism 
that first inspired him - childhood voyages, playback 
choirs and rocking officials. 

www.myspace.com/elguincho 




cats in paris 

Words: Jesse Darlin' 



Cats In Paris, who are from Manchester, make this 
weird arty post-punk pentagon-happy structural 
noise music with moments of pop whimsy plus 
devastating cuteness amid the devastation. They 
formed less than a year ago and they're everywhere; 
mostly because they're really, really good. 

I read an interview somewhere in which they 
claimed their name was inspired by a dream of a 
great big 50 foot cat making like King Kong with 
the Eiffel Tower, but they told me different. "When 
the four of us went on holiday last year we were 
thinking about starting a band. 

"We were chatting about it on the banks of the 



'Come up with idea. 
Obliterate idea. 
Expand the fragments' 



Seine when two cats doggy-paddled past us. Having 
been taught through age-old animal legend that 
cats hate water, we decided these two animals were 
serious troopers. They deserved us dedicating a 
music group to them " . It seems just like the kind 
of thing they'd do, these cats; lie to music writers 
for the sheer pleasure of variety. 

Here, singer, Michael Watson has furnished 
us with more of that variety: probably best not to 
believe a word, but you never know. You be the 
judge. Better still, go out and listen to their album. 
Be the judge of that, too (you'll like it). 

What are the lyrics about, broadly? 

"Dreams, love, fantasy, monsters, regrets. 
They're all things that are important and sentimental 
to me, but I mask their meanings in allegory and 
double entendres so that I can vent my feelings 



without the listener getting bored. I think it works 
better for everyone that way. " 

Who's responsible for the distinctive Cats In 
Paris brand -those tumbling pentagons, et al? 

"I do all our art. I'm keen to use pentagons. 
I like the simplicity of the geometry, hand in hand 
with the unfamiliar nature of the numberfive. 
Music in fives sounds great. It's an old Romanian 
folk tradition. Groups of twos, followed by threes 
gets a groove on like nothing else." 

Some of the music is pretty dark. 

"We have a love for threatening, menacing 
and angry music like Black Dice, Merzbow and 
Pierre Schaeffer. But if you have something 
uniformly threatening and uncompromising, 
after 10 or 15 minutes you grow accustomed. 
It will not change dynamically throughout. If you 
are like me, you'll zone out, and start thinking about 
something else. 

"I think that true menace can only be achieved 
with a mixture of sonic, physical noise and 
compositional surprise. It's like a good horror film- 
filled with gore, but also misdirection." 

What's the songwriting process? 

"Come up with idea. Obliterate idea. Expand 
the fragments. Play out 20 minute composition. 
Hack composition to shreds. Find four to five mins 
of shininess. Take segments, glue back together. 
Practice, practice, practice. Alter, alter, alter." 

Do you always play the same instruments? 

"For a while Ben and I would swap, so I could hit 
the drums for a while. But it proved to be too much 
hassle. I have to concentrate too hard now on 
playing the violin and synth and singing at the same 
time. We all stick to what we know now. I've heard 
that's the recipe for success. " 

How do you experience the rise and rise of 
Cats In Paris? 

" Each show we play is better and better. 
Each song we write is more enjoyable than the 
one before. If it carries on like this our heads 
might explode." 

www.myspace.com/catsinparis 
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why i hate... madonna 

Words: Jesse Darlin' 
Illustration: Kai Wong 



You love her or you hate her -and that's always 
a good thing, even if both sides tend to focus on 
all the wrong reasons. Madonna-bashing forums 
assert that at 50 she should stand down, do the 
dignified thing as behoves a woman of her years. 
A vague moral stance somewhere between 
Christian outrage and misogynist hypocrisy in which 
her highly sexualised image, those public displays of 
bisexuality and her outspoken position on issues 
such as abortion and homosexuality are vehemently 
and ineloquently criticised, though if you ask me, 
these are all points in Madonna's favour -as an 
artist, as a woman, as a perfect postmodern myth . 

Meanwhile, on the pro-Madonna front, she is 
lauded for her business sense, her unerring nose for 
an edgy (and exploitable) subculture, that career- 
spanning string of hits. Because Madonna is an icon 
of camp and retro -and her position has ceased to 
be of any serious relevance - the hipster-fashionistes 
can afford to embrace her, superficially. Madonna 
has moved into the area of history beyond reproach, 
like those two other towers of blond ambition, Andy 
Warhol and Marilyn Monroe. The content of the 
work is no longer important, just as the ingredients 
of a Big Mac are better left uninvestigated. 

We can all agree that Madonna's a predator, 
honing in on hot shit and making big bucks off 
the back of others' innovations. We know that her 
talents do not lie in songwriting or musicianship or 
any aspect of creation integral to her career. We say 
she's cold and cynical. But watching early videos 
of Madonna - in the tell-all feature Truth Or Dare, 
for example -one can't help but warm to her: 
a vulnerable spiky little smarty-pants with huge 
charisma and a fuck-off attitude. 



So how did she get so humourless and bloodless 
and lame? My case against Madonna rests on the 
fact that she has sold out everything she ever stood 
for. Arguably she stood for very little, but- like 
Warhol and Monroe - her very existence was her 
statement. Maybe Madonna never wanted to be an 
artist, except in the Warhol sense: "Making money 
is art and working is art and good business is the 
best art. " And maybe she never wanted to be a role 
model for other savvy, tough, single-minded girls 
from Buttfuck and Nowheresville, which is 
something I can't forgive, but can't really condemn: 
at least she was always consistent in her solipsism - 



So how did she get so 
humourless and 
bloodless and lame? 



"lam my own experiment," she said, "lam my own 
work of art." Butan artist, Madonna has never had 
anything to say: everthe controversial figure, but 
never controversial enough. 

Despite reinterpreting the feminine myth and 
challenging sexual morals, Madonna never dared to 
step over the line, reaffirming gender roles and 
hierarchical structures anew with every reinvention. 
Madonna appropriated authorship and ownership 
of the strong-and-sexual blonde archetype as 
though Mae West and Greta Garbo had never 
existed, and determinedly cast herself as the star of 



every [meta]narrative. For those for whom this role 
was not appropriate or available, the message was 
clear: sexual power belongs to the thin, rich, Aryan- 
featured elite -although Madonna herself was 
none of these things from birth. 

Would it have been possible for a genuinely 
transgressive artist to achieve her widespread power 
and influence? Maybe not, but with all the resources 
of the [corrupted] industry (an extensive army of 
stylists, producers, songwriters, radio pluggers, PR 
staff, plastic surgeons and yoga teachers paid good 
money to work their asses off on her behalf) and a 
taskforce whose ranks have included Bjork, William 
Orbit and Pharrell Williams available to her, why 
couldn't she have done anything more interesting? 
The trend-setting wild girl with her church-baiting 
and tough-girl persona has calcified into a po-faced 
Kabbalist (a church, after all, is still a church) fashion 
victim, whose statements in the last years have all 
been about the sancticity of marriage and the 
rightful place of women. She is still a symbolic 
figure, but one that stands for everything that's 
wrong with big capitalism and the dying, bloated 
music industry. Impossibly grandiose, cancerous and 
corpulent, Pop has eaten itself. Madonna's natural 
successor, Britney Spears - by virtue of publicly and 
completely losing control - epitomises the end of an 
era, and Madonna (the artist, the woman, the 
postmodern myth), skinnier and more drawn with 
each passing year, seems to be eating herself, too. 

The inevitable tragedy of having bought and 
sold and propagated one's own myth so completely 
is that one is forever doomed to be equal to it in 
person. At fifty, this can't be easy or fun. But really, 
it serves her right. 
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The Wave Pictures witness the brotherly love 
of Jeff and Jack Lewis, all overthe UK 




7 September, London 

The Jeff Lewis Band arrives at my house in Leyton. 
They bring with them two vast black cases, two 
guitars and mud from Bestival, the last of a bunch 
of festivals they have played in the first half of their 
tour. They are tired and grumpy, sick of rain and 
mud and travelling. 

Now The Wave Pictures join them as support act 
for a bunch of UK dates. While Jeff, Jack and Dave 
were getting muddy, Jonny, Franic and I were being 
eaten alive by mosquitoes in Marseille. Now, we're 
all together, with a whole free evening before the 
shows start. We eat Chinese food and conduct 
a lengthy and thoroughly satisfying discussion 
about Lou Reed albums. 

8 September, Brighton 

There are going to be a couple of gigs on this tour 
which Franic, The Wave Pictures bass player, can't 
make. Jack, Jeff's younger brother, has kindly 
offered to take his place. I dislike rehearsing and 
generally get bored quickly, but not this time: it's 
a thrill to get to play with Jack. I listen to the music 
he has made as Jack Lewis And The Cut Offs or 
Lesser Lewis all the time. I'm looking forward to 
sharing a stage with him. 
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We drive to Brighton. Jeff has purchased the 
new Fall album. It is loud and electronic and makes 
me feel queasy, though on the plus side, it contains 
an amusing lyric about pissing on hotel towels. Jeff 
is happy. He is in love with Mark E Smith. 

The Lewis brothers bicker continuously. 

9 September, Northampton 

Northampton is a typically quiet English town; 
everything shut and nota soul around when we 
arrive at 5.30pm in the town centre. We are playing 
in an art gallery with a little cafe and some shops. 
Tonight's show is put on by Amy, who is incredibly 
nice to all of us. She makes us a splendid vegetarian 
meal which probably contains more nutrition than 
all the food I have eaten in the past week combined. 
I mean: it has vegetables in it. 



I seem to be grinding 
my teeth together 
a lot 



Jeff is excited to be in Northampton because one 
of his all time heroes lives here: Alan Moore. I'd 
never heard of him. Apparently he's a comic book 
genius and a bona fide wizard who has a long beard 
and smokes peyote and blows people's minds on 
a daily basis. Sadly, he doesn't come to the show. 

10 September, Cardiff 

Cardiff. Beginning to feel like I'm in an indie version 
of that Metallica documentary Some Kind Of 
Monster. During sound check, Jeff and Jack have 
a huge argument about some backing vocals 
for a song called 'Summertime'. Jack sings 
"Oooooo". Jeff says they don't go like that, they go 
like this: "Oooooooo". Jeff's "Oooooooo" sounds 
the same as Jack's "Oooooo". The argument goes 
on and on. The song is dropped from the set. 

11 September, Preston 

Jeff's drummer, Dave Beachamp, tells me that when 
they were in Prague a fan had approached him and 
asked, "How does it feel to be the unknown 
drummer"? Well, it's time that Dave wasn't quite so 
unknown. It's time that Plan B readers learned a little 
something about this talented rhythm maestro. So 
I interview him in Preston. Here, then, are some facts 



about Dave Beauchamp. You already knew that he 
was a rocking good drummer. Did you know the 
following? He was born in Monterflore Hospital, 
New York. His favourite colour is usually turquoise 
but sometimes green. He is a Pisces. He has one 
younger brother. He dislikes sport, but enjoys yoga. 
He became friends with Jeff Lewis when they both 
followed the Grateful Dead on tour in the summer 
of 1 993. His favourite movie is Jesus Christ Superstar 
(a little hard to believe, I know). He once didn't clean 
his teeth for two years. 

12 September, Derby 

Friday night in Derby. A girl dressed as a sexy sailor 
falls over in the rain. A bouncer confiscates my beer. 
We are kicked off the stage early to make way for a 
club night. A full house of indie kids are booted out 
at 1 0.30pm to make way for five or six clubbers. 
A DJ, oblivious to his own ridiculousness, pumps his 
arm in the air though the dance floor is empty. We 
lose our van key and crawl around on our hands and 
knees trying to find it through the fog of smoke 
machines. Eventually we leave. It appears to be sexy 
sailor girl day all over Derby. They're everywhere - 
walking around in tiny costumes, though it is cold 
and raining. Can there be a reasonable explanation? 

13 September, Sheffield 

Sheffield. Again, the venue turns into a club as soon 
as the live music stops. If you asked me, and 
I appreciate that you didn't, I would tell you there's 
no such thing as a good bouncer. On this occasion, 
they won't let us use the back door, so that we can 
load our stuff straight into the van. This effectively 
creates for us an extra hour's work. It is the door we 
loaded in through. Butwearen'tallowedtogoout 
of it. So, we have to carry all our boxes of 
merchandise, amps and guitars and everything, all 
the way back through the club, which is now full of 
people. Have you ever tried to carry big heavy boxes 
through a packed nightclub at 1 am? 

14 September, End Of The Road 

It's End Of The Road festival, and this being Plan B, 
I ought to throw in one excessively long sentence. 
Today was sunny, happy, with lots of good music, 
I was hungry, ate a lasagne with Robin Ince, hung 
out with John Darnielle and Zombie Zombie, met 
Jason Molina, played ukulele for Jeff and guitarfor 
Darren Hayman, played a fun Wave Pictures set, got 
a bit drunk on lager, ate some piss poor sausage and 
mash, at some point realised that Wild Billy Childish 
is no more than a decent covers band, read aloud 
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passages from an EdwinaCurrie novel mostly to my own amusement, drunk hot 
cider with Jack in the trees amid all the little twinkly lights whilst Calexico were 
middle of the road somewhere in the background, and fell heavily asleep in my 
tent, tired and so happy. I like the End Of The Road festival. 

15 September, Manchester 

Manchester. Today, Dave Beauchamp's girlfriend Fletcher joins the tour after a 
week of silent meditation in Italy. After her week of silence, Fletcher is plunged 
into a world of solid noise. When she isn't being pummelled by loud music, we 
grill her with questions about her week, so excited are we to hear something of 
the world outside our tour. Fletcher's presence also reminds me that we are all 
boys and we all smell bad. She copes with it all very well. 

17 September, Bristol 

An earth-shattering musical revelation occurs in the van! I think to myself: 'Plan 
6 readers should be informed of this immediately'. So: Ish Marquez is clearly a 
strange and wonderful man with an idiosyncratic vocal delivery and a groovy 
guitar rhythm. And he's alive now! He's a fairly young man! He's very good! 

We play a show tonight on a boat called the Thekla. My Two Toms open the 
night and their set of guitar, ukulele and banjo instrumentals is pure joy. They 
have the sweetest, simplest, slightly off kilter, finger picked melodies. They cheer 
me up tremendously. 

18 September, London 

London. It's the last night of the tour and it's the biggest show. Jeff feels the 
pressure and conversations about his set list that began in the van after last 
night's Bristol show carry on right up to the moment he steps on stage. In the 
end, he elects to open his biggest ever London headline show with a long 
psychedelic tribute to the late Richard Wright of Pink Floyd. This is what makes 
Jeff necessary rather than merely good. He's full of surprises and full of love for 
music. He's determined to have an effect on the listener and to communicate 
with them. I've been friends with him for about five years now, and it's easy to 
underestimate your friends. Tonight, I remember what a major talent he is, what 
sweet and beautiful songs he writes, how he can be profound using the simplest 
language and howfunnyhecan be, too. 
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playlist: hey! 
manchester 

Words: Chris Horkan 
Illustration: Daryl Waller 

The Album Leaf 

A Short Story (Music Fellowship) 

Jimmy LaVelle's The Album Leaf are the band 
I listen to most often. He's a ridiculously 
talented multi-instrumentalist who's played 
with The Locust, Tristeza and Black Heart 
Procession. But his own mostly instrumental 
project, a bit of a word-of-mouth discovery, is 
what really rocks my world - and this 
swaying 20-minute-long track is a highlight. 
I'm desperate for him to tour in the UK. 

East River Pipe 

The Long Black Cloud (Merge) 

Ten years ago I pilfered a Sarah Records test 
pressing of East River Pipe's second album, 
Poor Fricky, from my brother's vinyl 
collection. At the time, just one website 
existed about this one-man band but I loved 
FM Cornog's story- a homeless alcoholic 
rescued from a life of busking by his future 
wife, who encouraged him to record on an 
oldTascam 388. Six albums later and he 
seems to be enjoying himself, particularly on 
this inappropriately named upbeat song 
from 2003's Garbageheads. 

Hauschka 

Sweet Spring Come (FatCat) 

German pianist-composerVolker 
Bertelmann's 'prepares' his piano by placing 
things like gaffer tape and bottle tops 
between the strings or under the hammers, 
producing very un-piano-like sounds such as 
distortion and percussion. Although it's 
something that works best live (search for 
'Hauschka' on YouTube),Volker does 
surprisingly well to get his actions across on 
record too. This track, from last year's Room 
To Expands as good as any in 
demonstrating this uncommon skill. 

Max Richter 

November (FatCat) 

Another German pianist-composer! How 
dull! Exceptthat Max Richter's music, all 
high and mighty, has surprisingly little in 
common with Hauschka 's intimate portraits. 



From Memoryhouse, arguably his best album 
- and another on FatCat, 'November' opens 
with the sound of rain (a theme that runs 
through the record) before the most 
haunting string arpeggio I've ever heard 
kicks in. Halfway through, the rest of the 
string section comes alive and the hairs 
on the back of my neck never fail to stand 
to attention. 

Clint Mansell 

Death Is The Road To Awe (Nonesuch) 

PopWill Eat Itself were of the generation 
before mine, but it's still hard to believe that 
such a serious composer could emerge from 
fronting that ragged-looking bunch. Clint's 
now a sharp-suited Godspeed You ! Black 



Gaffer tape and 
bottle tops 



Emperor fan based in Los Angeles. Despite 
Darren Aronofsky's film The Fountain being 
universally slated, Mansell's breathtaking 
instrumental soundtrack persuaded me to 
give it a chance. Unfortunately, the score 
really is the only good thing about the film - 
and this piece, with a nod and wink to 
GY!BE, is the highlight. 

At Swim Two Birds 

I Need Him (Vespertine And Son) 

Roger Quigley is Manchester's best-kept 
musical secret. He works at Cornerhouse, 
the city's art house cinema, and occasionally 
makes music with The Montgolfier Brothers 
and as At Swim Two Birds, his solo project. 
When I put him on with Final Fantasy a friend 
described his music-film-and-lyrics setup as 
'indie karaoke'. Roger's debut solo album, 
Quigley's Point, is a personal favourite, with 
this track typical of his simple folk lullabies. 

Hey! Manchester promotes gigs by 
folk, Americana, and experimental bands 
from around the world in Manchester, 
England, www.heymanchester.com 

planb|15 




the void 



vivian girls 

Words: Daniel Barrow 

There's a lotto be said for reverb. A veil of mystery, 
a lacuna in which anything the listener chooses might 
be written. The cavernous echo of white-hot Sixties 
pop, the Flying Nun groups, Galaxie BOO, My Bloody 
Valentine - consciously or not, the Vivian Girls follow 
in this proud heritage. "Our songwriting is pretty 
straightforward, so shoegazey production is the only 
tool we have to make our music more of a struggle for 
the listener", says singer/guitarist Cassie Ramone. 

On their early singles, honey-sweet melody and 
classic girl -group harmonies bleed through the wall of 
burning-red guitars, like a vengeful spirit. The initial 
vinyl run of their debut album sold out its edition 
of 500 in ten days, to be reissued by In The Red, 
alongside new seven-inches on their own Brooklyn- 
based WildWorld label. 

What is it about girl-group and classic pop 
that affects you? 

"We really like the harmonies and what the 
songs are about. Girl groups sang about dudes in a 
way that few girl bands do anymore, nowadays it's 
all 'I'm gonna have sex with him' or 'Men are scum'. 
I personally can't relate to either the sex vixen or 
the extreme feminist, but girl groups from the Sixties 
deal with men in a way that makes sense to me. 
Burt Bacharach is a huge influence on my songwriting, 
and I listen to oldies radio a lot, which is also a 
big influence." 

Since I have it on good authority that 
your songs are about "Ex boyfriends, new 
boyfriends", what's your worst break-up/first 
meeting anecdote? 

"I can tell you what 'No' is about. Onetime 
I started going out with a guy that I had been good 
friends with for a little while, and kinda fell in love 
with him really quickly. Then he broke up with me - 
a week before my birthday - and later I heard that 
he went on a date with another girl the night after 
we broke up. I had a birthday party and he brought 
her with him. Then before he left he was like 
'Happy birthday Cassie, I loveyou'.and left with 
her. So devastating. It took me a while to get over 
that one." 

The record is extremely short - what is it 
about that length of songwriting, for you? 

"There is nothing worse than listening to a great 
song and then towards the end it's j ust the chorus 
going on and on forever with nothing else happening. 
Short songs get straight to the point - it's harder to get 
bored of listening to them." 

Punk modernism and mid-century pop nostalgia 
aren't incongruous here, they're two sides of the same 
coin. In their world, imbued with some of the magic of 
the Henry Darger Gesamtkunstwerklhey take their 
name from, postmodern exhaustion, breeding such 
chimeras, is no excuse; fun and wonder are your 
only options. 

www.myspace.com/viviangirlsnyc 




the very best 

Words: Thorn Gibbs 

Radioclit's Etienne Tron and Johan Karlberg live a 
few streets away from each other in Hackney, East 
London. In between their houses there's a junk shop 
run by a Malawian guy named Esau Mwamwaya. 
"I've always been into second-hand flea market 
type shops, and I used to go in and chat with him," 
says Etienne. "I bought a pub pool table that Johan 
now has in our studio. That's what we do in 
between making beats. 

"One day Esau told me he was a drummer. 
At the time Johan and I were getting deeper and 
deeper into African music and looking for a 
percussionist. We brought him into the studio 
thinking he was going to play drums -and then he 



'The reality of music 
is very complex' 



started singing. ..we decided to make an album." 
The result: The Very Best. Well-travelled, lo-f i 
productions united by Esau's milky, tropical vocals. 
He calls himself the African Phil Collins. 'Hide And 
Seek' bustles and clicks urgently, Esau sounding 
simultaneously wise and vulnerable over a Knife-on- 
safari backing track. 'Tengazako' is easily the best 
version of MIA's 'Paper Planes' since the original. 

Radioclit are voracious consumers of music and 
Etienne has an infectiously assured love for unlikely 
source material. "I remember listening to The Lion 
King soundtrack when I was young and loving it. 
That was the start for me." 

It's almost impossible to come to music free of 
baggage, unless it's so unfamiliar you lack reference 
points. The Very Best will hook you with seamless 
African touches, including their revision of Vampire 



Weekend's ubiquitous 'Cape Cod Kwassa Kwassa'. 
Does Etienne think it's important to go beyond that 
band's tokenistic genre appropriations? 

"No." Oh, OK. "There's no such thing as 
authentic. Our vision of music is what comes out 
of the speaker. We don't care if it's a professional 
or someone who's only made one track in his life. 
We don't care whether he's rich or poor. 

"We were lucky to hear Vampire Weekend really 
early. From the start I heard people say 'Yeah, these 
area bunch of rich white kids from New York, they 
don't have the right'. People should be grateful 
when there's great stuff like that coming out, and 
shouldn't over-intellectualise it. The reality of music 
is very complex. It never comes from one place or 
one kind of people. There's a lot of cross-pollination, 
a lot of back and forth, there always has been." 

It's a sickeningly well-adjusted view, and I have 
to admit I so/t ofenjoyed Vampire Weekend until 
I saw them at ATP. To my shame, my inverse 
snobbery couldn't forgive their chinos, their dentally 
perfect smiles, their boating shoes. And after that I 
couldn't decide whether it was Ezra Koeing's vocal 
mannerisms that I disliked, or if my brain was just 
hardwiring them to the words 'trust fund'. The Very 
Best have made themselves immune from this 
confused hand-wringing because their music is 
beautiful, sunny, and weightless. 

"The music we've been really excited about 
more and more is coming out of places like Iraq and 
Syria," Etienne says. "It's the most riotous pop music 
ever! There's crazy synth lines and melodies using 
totally different scales to Western people, using 
these super-distorted Arabic sounds. It's super-quick 
too. It's riot music. Omar Suleyman is like the Kurt 
Cobain of Syria. He's angry, it's crazy. " 

I check it out on YouTube. Omar throws it down 
at a wedding party, seemingly in a snowstorm of 
money. His keyboardist plays a horrible, moreish 
snake charming melody. Impassive crowds of 
boys and girls shuffle-dance without expression. 
I'm giggling, excited, and amazed. 

www.myspace.com/theverybestmyspace 
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Mercury Rev 
Snowflake Midnight 
Out Now 

CD, double gatefold vinyl & download 
Sign up at mercuryrev.com to receive the 
free companion album, Strange Attractor. 
Vinyl album includes Strange Attractor. 
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Isobel Campbell & Mark Lanegan 

Sunday At Devil Dirt 

Deluxe Edition - With bonus live uD 
Released 10th November 
'Crackles with sexy chemistry... 
career-best performances' 
MOJO - •••• 
Touring the UK in December 
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. ■ I Black' Keys album thus far: Its the best 
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authentic trad-rock album in years.' 
.Observer Music Monthly - ••••• 
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Jape - Ritual 

Out Now i-ieasure 

\. ^"Marries the bounciness of Hot Chip to Out Now 



Black Affair 

Pleasure Pressure Point 
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Out Now 
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CALEXICO 

CARRIED TO DUST 
Album Out Now 

'Album Of The Month' 
September - Uncut 



O' DEATH 

BROKEN HYMNS, LIMBS AND SKIN 
Album Out Now 

' Moonshine addled fun' NME 




LAMCHOP 

(OH) OHIO 

Album Out Now 

CD, 2 x CD, LP & Download 

' Their best since 2000's 
landmark Nixon' Uncut 

3 & 4 November 
London Union Chapel 

0871 220 0260 1 0207 734 8932 
www.gigsandtours.com 
www. unionchapel.org.uk 




PORTOBRIEN 

ALL WE COULD DO WAS SING 
Album Out Now 

'A celebration of the spirit-lifting immediacy of rural life 
belted out like an exuberant union of Polyphonic Spree 
and Sly & The Family Stone' The Independent 

21 October - London ICA 



'" 'd University, Fusion 

on.com 0114 222 877. 
'anchester Night & Day 
,., .nday.org 0161 832 1111 
- Leeds Brudenell 




HERMAN DUNE 

NEXT YEAR IN ZION 
Album Out Now 

'Simple, understated charm' Mojo 

13 December - Manchester, Deaf Institute 

14 December - Glasgow, Stereo 

15 December - Leeds, Brudnell Social Club 

16 December - Bristol, Thekla 

17 December - London, Scala 




THE NOTWIST 

THE DEVIL, YOU + ME 
Album Out Now 

'A very wonderful record' Plan B 

17 November - Bristol, Thekla 

18 November - Manchester. Club Academy 

19 November - Glasgow. King Tuts 

20 November - Birmingham, Barfly 

21 November - London, ULU 
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" Playing slow, quiet and precise can be very nerve- 
wracking," admits Morten Gass, man behind the eight- 
string bass (yes!) and volume pedal for remarkable 
eldritch jazz combo Bohren Und Der Club Of Gore, by 
way of explaining the recording process of their sixth 
and latest album. 'Admit' might well be the wrong 
choice of verb, that said: the music issued to date by 
this remarkable and idiosyncratic quartet (and what 
scraps of public personae they toss out there) rather 
suggests that they take a certain pride and pleasure 
in creeping themselves - and, by extension, you the 
listener -out. 

The band - whose members origins are in hardcore 
and grind - have operated from Germany's Ruhr area 
since 1992. Initially named Bohren (Deutschior 
'drilling'), the extended title came about as a tribute 
to Gore ("our main influence to play instrumental 
music"), a Dutch band from the late Eighties whose 
almighty riffs and wordless rockscapes gazumped 
Pelican by 1 5 years. Initial forays through the alleys 
of their vision- two EPs, debut album Gore Motel 
and followup Midnight Rarf/o- placed guitars at the 
forefront, and sought to channel the histrionic murk of 
Sabbath and the uncaring aural evisceration of metal's 
contemporary extremes into 
We are the arid plains of jazz - Bill 

rlrillinn Evans and some of Kind Of 

llllliy B/ue, say -but guitars were 

for truth' abandoned from 2000's 
Sunset Mission onwards. 

"We don't want to be mainstream. We are working 
for powerful music without distortion; we are digging 
for simplicity and drilling for truth," Gass soundbites 
when asked to consider Bohren's relationship to the 
slippery eel 'extreme music'. The band evade 
demographics with a rare skill: newie Dolores is 
released by Belgium's biggest indie PIAS over here and 
Mike Patton's Ipecac in the States. They toured with Isis 
a few years back and doubtless occupy the sole slot in 
the 'jazz' section of many doom enthusiasts' record 
collections. " It is always a poor thing if people just like 
something because of some kind of connection," Gass 
says. "But the metal cosmos today is such a colourful 
thing, I don't think we are much of a challenge to a 
metal fan." 

He might well be right, if only because 'challenge' 
is such a dimly-defined concept within music. Gass 
sardonically flexes his metal fan credentials by asserting: 
"Black Sabbath, Bathory, Bethlehem, Buried At Sea, 
BlutAusNord: all fine, unique stuff." With suitably 
lateral thinking you can forge a conceptual connection 
between all those and the creaking noiroi Bohren Und 
Der Club Of Gore, whose near-inert ambience can have 
you writing 'Lynchian' and not even caring how played 
out a reference it is. No, the be-denimed hesher 
strawperson might not thrill to its extremities, but 
you won't want to listen to this in company anyway. 

www.bohrenundderclubofgore.de 




crystal antlers 

Words: John Doran 

It just goes to show that you can never judge a book 
by its cover or a CD - even when it features a felt tip- 
drawn Eye Of Sauron dropped haphazardly into a 
churning, psychedelic sea of colours. Because what 
happens then is you get a stony-faced psych band 
saying things like "Yes, we do actually drive a 
vegetable oil powered tour bus"; "Yes, we are 
actually chimney sweeps" , "Yes, we do have 
a percussionist called Sexual Chocolate" and 
"No, we don't smoke weed." 

So Long Beach's Crystal Antlers may well sound 
like a Pineapple Espresso-powered Comets On Fire 
with glazed THC grooves and Wooden Shjips neo- 
Doorsian freakociousness but that doesn't mean 



'We really do know 
how to sweep 
chimneys' 



they'rejust sat round marinating intheirown bong 
water. Not a bit of it. Artefacts like 'EP', out this 
month on Touch And Go, don't record themselves. 

Here, briefly, istheethosof theCrystal Antler, 
straight from the mouth of morally upstanding, 
redoubtable, early-to-bed/early-to-risesort, Johnny 
Bell (bass/vocals). 

Do you really drive round in a vegetable- 
powered school bus? 

"Yes. And as we speak, our new van is being 
converted to run on veggie. If you own a diesel 
vehicle you can take it to someone who knows what 
they're doing and they will add a separate 100 
gallon tank to the car. The separate tank filters the 
used vegetable grease and heats it up separately 
from the diesel fuel. Once the tank is hot, you flip 
a switch and drive on donuts and French fries. As far 



as the carbon footprint goes, we believe that ours 
is much less then it would be if we were solely 
running on gas or diesel. We are basically recycling 
used cooking oil, so we aren't involved as much with 
the oil drilling and transporting. Vegetable oil is used 
for cooking either way, so when we heard of this 
concept and actually toured on the bus that ran off 
it we knew we had to get our own van functioning 
the same way. Plus, it's very inexpensive. A full 1 00 
gallon tank of vegetable oil can get you from Los 
Angeles to Portland, Oregon without stopping." 

Do you really have a percussionist called 
Sexual Chocolate? 

"Yes. People just started calling him that. 
He's been in countless bands around the area. 
He also plays keyboards and melodica in addition 
to percussion." 

How do Mr and Mrs Chocolate feel about 
their son's calling? 

"They are actually kind of upset that he might 
lose his job working for Disneyland. " 

Are you really chimney sweeps? 

"Yes, we all have worked for this guy who 
calls himself Mr Kincade after the manager of The 
Partridge Family. He thinks he's our manager, but his 
name is really just Steve. I also own my own chimney 
sweep company, but haven't done much lately. We 
really do know how to sweep chimneys. I don't 
smoke weed." 

What is the Fuck Yeah Fest that you're 
involved with? Does the UK need one? 

"Fuck Yeah Fest is really different than most 
other festivals. Bands of all sizes play the fest and 
lots of bands get noticed there and go on to bigger 
and better things. Throughout the night there are 
over 60 bands and comedians in four different 
venues, and you can go in and out of with one 
wristband. The fest only costs 1 5 dollars, so it is 
affordable to many. It was great playing it this year 
even though itwasatotal mess. I think everybody 
needs one. If you or any other country needs their 
contact info, let me know. " 

www.myspace.com/crystalantlers 
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Words: Emily Bick, Alex 
Macpherson, Ben Mechen, 
and Louis Pattison 

llustration: Adrian Fleet 



This month, operatives wheel their oversize craniums 
to the banks of the mainstream. In wheelbarrows 




Antony And The Johnsons 

Another World (Rough Trade) 

A new five-track EP from the feted former 
outsider arrives, in advance of his new 
album in January. Prep for shivers. 

Alex: Too much tremolo! It really fits in with 
the whole gay disco queen aesthetic but in 
a singer-songwriter seems a bit too 
indulgent, like it's not there for any reason . . . 
Louis: I haven't made any really deep 
personal connections with the Antony stuff, 
but he's a really interesting figure. Let's skip 
to 'Shake That Devil'. 

Emily: I like the speaking in tongues chant 
kind of thing. Antony has always had a kind 
of John Dee alchemist feeling to me. . . 
Ben: I'm waiting for drums, but maybe it 
builds to nothing. 

Louis: What started as a low keys/strings 
drone has turned into electronic fuzz. . . 
Alex: . . .gradually swallowing him up. 
Ben: DRUMS! Call and response! 
Emily: I officially want to stomp around an 
open fire while wearing a really stupid mask 
of some totem skronk-beast. 
Alex: His voice really comes into its own here, 
the quaver adds to the feel of the song. 
Emily: He needs something to work with - 
and fight against. 

Times New Viking 

Call And Respond (Matador) 

New EP 'Stay Awake' from everyone's 
favourite imaginary font, though it would 
probably be purposefully unreadable, the 
crazy contrarians. 

Louis: Nice to see they haven't cleaned up 
their sound one jot. 

Alex: I like the basic groove but there's a 
whole load of unnecessary crap on the top. 
STRIP IT DOWN (is this even in rhythm ?) 
Louis: The scuzzzzz is part of the appeal. 
Emily: It's reminding me of 'Roadrunner', 
sung pep-rally style. 



Alex: I mean, is this song even mixed, like, 

at all? 

Ben:This is great. Hook after hook. The 

greatest crap band of our generation. 

Louis: I think they self-produce. 

Alex: You can't hear anything in the song at 

all ! It's like a primary school music class 

except less disciplined. 

Emily:The organ sounds like that bit in an 

old-schoool lightbulb that rattles when you 

shake it-thru 50 distortion loops. 

Louis: The production and treatment are the 

point here and the song itself is secondary - 

almost like Fennesz or something. . . 

Wookie ft Ny 

Fallin' Again (white label) 

A big, hairy dude alongside (allegedly?) 
Wiley's ex, who - following on from her 
well-regarded mixta pe - also currently 
features alongsideTheCountAndSinden. 

Ben:This is the gallium riddim right? Love 

those stuttering pianos... 

Louis: What's Wookie been doing for the 

last seven years? 

Alex:The opening line is "Since you've been 

gone, I've been put on Zee" which I think is 

awesomely evocative. 

Emily: It's hard for me to really listen to lyrics 

when they're delivered so. . .slickly. Probably 

my own prejudice showing. I'm ashamed. 

Alex: I love the way more elements keep 

coming in -that squelching bassline, the 

spacey whooshes - as she unthaws. 

Emily: . . . All I hear is a car shaking to a neon 

kit disco. 

Ben:The synths are pretty woozy, everything 

else really sharp. 

Louis: I'm not getting much off the vocals, 

really. I quite like that upfront, slightly 

martial strut that you hear on reggaeton 

and the like. 

Alex: Yeah -one thing I've noticed about lots 

of new funky house is how soca-fied it all is. 



Louis: I couldn't go clubbing to this, though - 
it misses that sorta rowdy swing which is the 
thing I like about grime and dubstep - and 
bassline, for that matter. 

Pivot 

Soundtrack My Heart (Warp) 

From Australia to Sheffield, and from IDM 

to (whisper it) neo-prog..? Not the US band 

of the same name, who Wikipedia claims 

(suspiciously) "... is a group in relentless 

pursuit of perfection." 

Emily: These guys opened for Yellow Magic 

Orchestra and I was all like, do synths like this 

even still exist? 

Ben: Space-y, like Zombi. But now I'm 

thinking Battles. 

Emily: But it's controlled -there are no 

DMT-elffreakouts. 

Alex: I love the pulsing bassline keeping 

everything steady. 

Emily: I go into trances to this - synaesthetic 

shapes, like really good screensavers. 

Alex: I like the poise here, too. Poise is a really 

underrated quality. 

Emily: Kind of like Sakamoto crossed with 

TransAm. 

Alex: I love the way you can't tell where it's 

building up to. 

Emily: Those crashing chords with the decay 

and pitch shift... wow. 

Ben: It's very bombastic. More straight riffery 

than Battles. 

Alex: OK. . . I liked the build-up more than 

the destination. 

Louis: It moves oddly between very glacial 

synth bits and dirty guitar/bass/drums 

breakdowns. 

Ben: It seems too confident in its majesty. 

Opportunity squandered. 

Louis: I bet these guys are kit nerds. 

Alex: I bet they have beards. 

Emily: Nope! They look like The Matrix'. 

Louis: Long black coats and little sunglasses? 



Emily: Well . . .more like guys who wish they 
looked like The Matrix. 

Crazy Cousinz ft Calista 

Bongo Jam (Central Line) 

Not a foodstuff, but (Alex insists) 'a 
dancefloor anthem', with the titular Calista 
being a former Big Brother housemate. 

Emily: That sounds like a melted Casio! 

Ben:This is ridiculous. Ridiculously great. 

Alex: It's like, the epitome of GOOD VIBES. 

It started as a joke, as so many classic pop 

songs do. 

Louis: I'm trying to envisage the video. 

Alex:Women in bikinis, duh. 

Louis: What's he singing? 

Alex: "Sometimes I wake up early in the 

morning to play my con-con-congo. " 

It's great to ease the pain of the morning 

commute, too. 

Emily: Grass skirt booty-shaking. 

Louis:Whyjustinthemorning?Whynot 

24 hour con-con-congo? 

Alex: Because the sun is always rising in 

funky house land. Time is suspended for the 

good vibes to take hold. 

Ben: Maybe a M'a-wim-a-weh . . . ' If it 

was performed by a white group it would 

be highly dubious. 

Louis: Bootleg this with 'The Lion Sleeps 

Tonight' someone please (then I will kill you). 

Alex: It's going to EAT the charts this autumn. 

Louis: Is there much mix between bassline 

and funky? 

Ben:The sugary vox? 

Louis: I can't really hear much grime 

influence in funky. It feels more like a 

supplanting of, rather than an evolution. 

Deerhunter 

Nothing Ever Happened (4AD) 

Atlas Sounds' side-project (kidding!) have 
been mixed-up with Deerhoof in so many 
late-night conversations there's no point in 
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My sternum is 
vibrating 



counting. From Microcastle, possibly the 
best-named album of 2008. 

Ben: Sounds like a mobile phone advert until 

the bassline comes in... 

Louis: I am yet to understand the fuss about 

this band. It's pretty but sorta insubstantial. 

Alex: It seems to aspire to competence and 

just about gets there. 

Ben: Guitars are so boring. 

Alex: I mean, gimme this overTimes New 

Viking, but if the only positive is 'doesn't 

make ears hurt' you're in trouble. 

Emily: It's another band with too many things 

it wants to do at once - sluggish psych, 

Suede B-side, chugga skinny jean guitars, 

and an intra thing stolen from Trans Am just 

to mess with your mind. 

Louis:They're playing like they could go on 

forever but my ears are slowly fading them 

out. Sorry, Deerhunter... 

Emily: I like motorik repetition, but that needs 

something worth repeating. 

Ben: What's the longest possible length of 

a side of a seven-inch..? 

King Cannibal 

Aragami Style (Ninja Tune) 

There's a lot of violence hereabouts - in the 

name (we know how a cannibal gets to 

rule) and the label ('everything is a 

weapon') and 'aragami'? Samurai film. 

Careful before you diss. . . 

Louis: It's very robust, like stripped down 

drum'n'bass or something 

Emily:This kind of production is like super 

CGI/THX summer blockbusters I 

Louis: Someone just offered to slice my face. 

Not really key to a good night out. 

Emily: And the bass is so visceral. My sternum 

is vibrating. 

Alex: I dunno - it feels just like standard 

drum'n'bass to me. 

Louis: It's like dancing into some guy's 

sweaty back. 



Ben: Can all these dubstep/mutant ragga/ 

dark d'n'b tracks lose the rubbish samples. 

Maniacal laughing is so done. 

Emily: Yeah, like some kind of fight sound in 

Street Fighter. 

Louis:What new sound effects should 

dancefloor producers use? Swanee whistle. 

Emily: Nails on chalkboard. 

Louis: A man crying. 

Ben: Hurdy gurdy. 

Cassie 

Official Girl (NextSelection) 

Timbaland protege and Missy affiliate 
Danja takes the boards as the distant star 
behind 'Me And U's brilliance returns. 

Alex: Cassie is prob my favourite pop star 

right now. 

Louis: Her voice flutters in unexpected ways. 

Ben: It's way more sketchy than your average 

r'n'b track. 

Emily: All like Phil Collins on CD-skip 

mode, and that stunning, sweet vocal 

over it. . . 

Louis: Her voice is overlaid about three times, 

but each one is doing something slightly 

different. 

Emily: She's singing against herself, and then 

the voices team up like a gang before she 

goes one on one with him. 

Alex: "And I ain't making ultimatums, I'mma 

tell you like this verbatim ". 

Emily: It keeps you on your toes.. 

The Ruby Suns 

Birthday ft Esau Mwamwaya 
(Memphis Industries) 

Presenting a Beatles cover, but with MIA/ 
RadioClit's Malian cohort on vox (seeThe 
Very Best feature in this very issue). 

Alex: I have never heard the original. I hate 
the Beatles. 

Ben: Sounds like those covers of popular 
songs you buy in ethnic food shops. 



Louis: This is a reasonably radical departure 

from the original. A pretty psychedelic idea, 

at least. Describe it, someone. . . 

Emily: Hmm-too much information at once 

-need to process... 

Louis: So, there's multi-layered African vox. 

Building drums. Multiple movements. 

Shimmery reverb. 

Alex: I like the wall of synths -stops itfrom 

getting too organic market on us. 

Emily:Too scattered and shambolic. 

Louis: I don't hate it - but for something so 

sunny it's a kinda hard listen. 

Ben: It sounds OK -these guitars are 

everywhere right now, tho. 

Emily: I'm not impressed -and I don't 

know why. 

Ben: It's just too try-hard. 

The Bug 

Ganja/Flying (Ninja Tune) 

For those whose paranoia needs extra 
sustenance, here's an extra two tracks that 
weren't on ionrfonZoo.butwith Killa P 
andFlowdan. 

Louis: Anyone got any guesses what 'Ganja' 

could be about? 

Ben: Bug's studio is as much of a fug of 

smoke as you might imagine. 

Alex: Hmm - it's heavy enough but also a bit 

like leftovers. . .the album is incredible 

though, so even leftovers are pretty good. 

Louis: It's often the sounds he laces around 

the beats that really make it. 

Emily: I love how he uses space, bass and 

then like airship sounds for all of this 

motormouth flow to speed through. 

Louis: It's kinda decayed... but super 

heavy at the same time. 

Ben: Sounds more like the tracks he 

does as King Midas Sound. From the 

lovers rock at the end of the world... 

Emily: Like stepping on the moon and 

watching the dust fall in slow motion 



(this is so texturised that I can only really 
get images off it- which is good but not 
really helpful). 

Alex: Love the heartbeat, a bit amniotic 
but also slightly terrifying (though it 
would be terrifying to be trapped inside 
a womb so maybe that makes sense). 
Louis: No-one else is doing this, are they? 

Christian Falk ft Robyn 

Dream On (Data) 

Veteran Swedish artist/producer with pop- 
not-pop queen on vox. PlanB\s still in her 
top MySpace friends, y'know. . .you can be, 
too. Or on Facebook - do it do it. 

Alex: I used to not mind Robyn but now 

I find her completely obnoxious and awful. 

There's something insufferably pert about 

her vocal style. 

Emily: She's kinda harsh sometimes. 

Louis: It's quite graceful, not too bombastic. 

Alex: I think when she plays second fiddle 

to the producer (as on 'With Every 

Heartbeat', too) she reins in her more 

irritating mannerisms. 

Ben: Not sure about the words... 

Louis: "Freaks and junkies/Fakes and 

phonies ". Seems an odd mix with the track's 

sorta uplifting tone. 

Emily: I like the synth square-popping 

over the top - and the little violin 

synths behind. 

Alex: Just the way she pronounces words. . . 

patting herself on the back for every idea she 

has - she's totally bought into the idea of 

Robyn:The Pop StarWho's Different. 



singles of the month 



Emily: Pivot -O Soundtrack My Heart 
Louis: The Bug - Ganja 
Ben: Crazy Cousinz - Bongo Jam 
Alex: Wookie ft Ny-Fallin' Again 
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the mix: fortuna pop! 

Words: Sean Price 

Domestic indie chief laments the 
songs he couldn't fit on recent label 
compilation. Yaay! 

My Sad Captains Bad Decisions 

What they do so well is bring a British pop sensibility to 
an Americana sound, which ismirrored in the way it 
pitches Cathy's infectious "Ba-ba-ba-da "backing 
vocals against Ed's languid delivery. They will definitely 
be represented on the second compilation. 

The Pains Of Being Pure At Heart 

This Love Is Fucking Right! 

Another band who missed the cut for purely chronological 
reasons. For years I've been trying to deflect the wild 
accusations of tweeness levelled at the label but signing 
four indie kids straight outta Brooklyn ain't going to help. 
It's the simplest trick in the world too; some fuzz, some 
reverb, a dash of early MBV.To my ears they're the most 
exciting indie-pop band in the world right now. 

The Lucksmiths The Great Dividing Range 

I absolutely adore this song.The string arrangements are 
sublime and it's one of Marty Donald's least tricksy, most 
affecting lyrics. It seems as if they've been heroes of the 
international indie-pop underground forever but it's 
interesting to see how they've evolved from the early 
funny ones to today's more expansive and affecting sound. 

The Aislers Set: The Red Door 

My favourite track from The Aislers Set's The Last Match 
has always been the exquisite melancholia of 'The Walk' 
- there was no way that wasn't going on. Sadly, though, 
that meant no room for that record's great pop moment, 
the pure serotonin rush of 'The Red Door', a song with 
squally punk rock guitar, garage drums and the best 
spelling out since The Cure sang F-l-R-E-l-N-C-A-l-R-O. 

The Butterflies Of Love It's Different Now 

A blurred yet luminous snapshot, like a beautiful girl with 
her hair in her face.The guitars dapple like sunshine 
while the melancholic drone of the violin carries 
the melody and Dan and Jeff sing like they're on 
Quaaludes. We only pressed 500 seven-inch singles 
and it's never appeared anywhere else. 

Kicker Since You Left 

I made a decision not to include tracks from the various 
daft odd one-off things I've done - like Christmas 
albums and World Cup EPs - but as for this song from 
my Northern Soul covers EP. . .Jill Drew's voice is a 
kick-ass revelation, the bass bubbles, the organ buzzes 
and snazzy little brass runs round the whole thing off. 
Asking skinny white indie kids to cover Northern is 
a bit like DJing with MP3s at a mod convention, you're 
asking for a punch in the chops, but this knocks The 
Inticers' original into a cocked hat. 
www.fortunapop.com 
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chairlift 

Words: Emily Bick 




The suburbs are just weird. But I'll fight for them, 
because their slowness and blandness and stimuli- 
lacking spaces give you room to find your own head, 
and sift the things you like into coherence. They're 
great for kicking your ass in gear, if music is how you 
get out, your lifeline to something else. 

Everyone in Chairlift comes from Colorado, 
which is maybe the most suburban state in the 
union (Denver's also known for producing Andy 
Butler of Hercules And Love Affair, another 
Colorado-NYC transplant with a singular, distinctive 
voice). I speak with Patrick Wimberly, who plays 
drums and synths, as well as producing. 

First, I ask about influences. You can hear bits 
of all kinds of things in their songs: In 'Bruises', 
singer and main songwriter Caroline Polachek yelps 
like Robert Smith circa 'Close To You'. 



'There's this dark 
shadow' 



"That song was probably one of the first songs 
written by Chairlift before I joined the band," says 
Patrick. "Caroline and Aaron [Pfenning, co- 
songwriter who plays synths and guitar] played it 
together when they were in Colorado. 

"It's been two and a half years of reworking the 
song before we got the final version that we got on 
the record... from a production standpoint it was a 
bit tricky, because we were trying to get this cutesy, 
poppy song to fit with the rest of the record . " 

They re-recorded it two days before the record 
was due, against their label's wishes, but it paid off. 
'Bruises' is still their most poppy song with a bassline 
you can skip to, but it's not cute. 

Even when Caroline sings about doing 
handstands to impress a lover, the obsession 
undercuts the light delivery and untwees the song 



into something great. Her voice is impassioned 
but not too theatrical - she's got one of those 
voices that gets its power from all the stuff 
you know that she could do with it but willfully 
holds back. 

Through the rest of the album, layered synths 
crest like waves in a mercury sea, while other 
analogue lines punch out melodies, and the drums 
crash with the sounds of a million basements 
and garages. 

One thing I love about Chairlift is that they don't 
whizz a slurry of undigested musical references into 
their songwriting. They absorb stuff, filter it -again, 
that's the skew of the suburbs working its delayed- 
gratif ication charms - and the stuff they don't 
absorb, they retrofit. 

An example? "All these people were coming up 
and saying 'You sound like the Cocteau Twins!'" 
Patrick pauses. "We'd never heard the Cocteau 
Twins! But then we looked them up -and we 
love them." 

Before recording, the band was watching a lot of 
Twin Peaks. "David Lynch has a way of using these 
pop songs but there's this dark shadow, " Patrick 
explains. "We wanted to give our take on that." 

Lynch's surreal world is apparent in 'Planet 
Health', a slow-motion dream about middle 
school health classes, with a lush video like a high- 
contrast Eighties bacchanal in colour-photocopier 
intense hues. 

"That song is Caroline's," Patrick says. "She 
brought a demo of that to the studio one day, out of 
nowhere. . .and [we're] all sitting there with our jaws 
dropped. But a lot of it is about health class and that 
awkward time in people's lives when they're 
maturing and learning about all those things you 
learn in health classes. And Caroline created a 
world where all these things are objects, like the 
Heimlich manouevre." 

It really is a world of its own, full of all the beauty 
and sadness and longing that a suburban youth will 
imprint you with forever. 

www.myspace.com/chairlift 
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Alex Mein Smith 

Necessity's Flame 
Hiqh Tensile 



Coming up next AIU special digital release 
with ES, Fursaxa, Islaja, Skaters, and more. 
v|wW.no-signal.rjet/aii| 




DiOGEMES 



Digital distribution and promotion 
for experimental labels. 
diogenesmusic.com 

Other labels include Bo' Weavil, 



crouton, Uekorc 



Kning Disk. All available from 
diogenes.greedbag.com 
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BBC 

Radiophonic 

Workshop 

A Retrospective Out Now 



NEW 50th Anniversary Double CD release 



Over 1 00 classic & extremely 
rare sounds and music by the 
legendary BBC organisation 
including many previously 
unavailable. Contains work from 
stalwarts of the Radiophonic 
Workshop such as John Baker, 
Delia Derbyshire, Daphne Oram, 
Elizabeth Parker, Desmond 
Briscoe, Paddy Kingsland, 
Peter Howell and Malcolm 
Clarke amongst others, 



Features pieces from Quatermass and the Pit, The Goon Show, The 
Secret War, Blake's Seven, The Hitchhiker's Guide to the Galaxy, Salem's 
Lot, The Demon Headmaster, Michael Palin's Full Circle as well as the 
original full length Dr Who Theme and the Tardis effects. 



Also available are the 
original CD issues of 
BBC Radiophonic Workshop 
& BBC Radiophonic Music 



www.mute.com 
www.mutebank.co.uk 
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the beehive considers.. .music of 
the opposition 

Words: Natalie Boxall, Peter Parrish, Petra 
Davis, kicking k, Neil Kulkarni, Andrzej 
Lukowski, Frances Morgan, Louis Pattison, 
Robin Wilks 
Illustration: Duncan Barrett 



In the UK, David Cameron is the first proud - 
nay, smug -example of what we might call 
'old boy indie', expressing a fondness for 
The Smiths and Radiohead, and claiming he 
married a (reformed) goth. Should we be 
surprised at this queasy development? 

He probably roared along to Duran Duran during 
his schooldays, rather than posing with a bunch of 
gladioli. Also - your wife is an ex-goth - where's the 
celebration in that? Family secret territory. (NB) 

Modern British politics has seen the decline of 
ideologically driven politicians and the left-right 
dichotomy. People are now elected on the basis of 
who can be the best middle-management caretaker 
for the nation. Rather than address these complex 
issues in detail or present a consistant philosophical 
vision, politicians are stage-managed to appear 
competent and/or 'normal'. (PP) 

I tend to find it encouraging when people, 
any people, enjoy music they might be culturally 
alienated from; what once was a reassuring sense of 
belonging has turned to a horror of focus-grouping 
and feasible marketing strategies. I vastly prefer 
idiosyncrasy to culture as a model for aesthetics, 
for political reasons of my own. (PD) 

It shows how our society's views have shifted on 
participation in subcultures, I guess -that it's now 
acceptable to have had a larva rather different from 
the present persona. I always liked old punks and 
eccentrics 'cause they were living proof that for 
them it wasn't a phase. (k_k) 

Unless there's a single simple issue, a T-shirt to 
pose in for the cameras, and some residual album- 
sales boost from the fucking PR, mainstream indie 
rock couldn't give two fucks about politics. (NK) 
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Is there such a thing as a good political song? 
If so, what's yr favourite - and why? If not, 
why not? 

There are hundreds. I think people sometimes 
get a bit misled by the more Dylanish end of it all — 
that it has to be a world changing anthem for ALL 
THE PEOPLE. My favourite is probably 'Green Grow 
The Rushes' by REM, about US maltreatment of 
Central American guestworkers. Gorgeous melody, 
gorgeous lyric, nary a shred of bombast. (AL) 

I was a very cloistered little cellist when I first 
heard The Smiths, and the way that music spoke 
so stridently, so expertly, so codedly to my as yet 
unrecognised queer-self was undeniable, although 
I tried. It pulled me out and through into an entirely 
new understanding of what art was and how it 
could transform life experience. (PD) 



Indie rock couldn't 
give two fucks about 
politics 



Many songs can become political, through when 
and how they are used (for example, is acid house 
political? In intention, probably not; but the culture 
surrounding it became so by necessity). My favourite 
overtly political song is 'Zombie' byFela Kuti.The 
protest and the music are inextricably linked: the 
rhythm, the riffs, the breakdowns, the delivery of 
the lyrics, are as important as the lyrics themselves 
in both satirising the subject (the Nigerian military), 
inciting anger and euphoria, and subverting the 
force-in-numbers of an army onto a dancefloor. It's 
designed to be a hit -which it was -and it sounds 
like a call to arms. "Fall in, fall out, fall down, get 
ready, halt. . . OR-DER! " It's funny, too. (FM) 

The best example of a non-didactic political lyric 
I can think of is Gang Of Four's 'Anthrax', where Jon 
King's actually pretty lumpy sung lyric ("Love will get 










you like a case of anthrax/And that's something 
I don't wanna catch") is tracked under with a 
spoken word bit that explains the group's reasoning 
behind writing the song, which is a sort of withering 
take on the ideal of romantic love. When faced with 
polemic I have a depressing tendency to play devil's 
advocate in my head, but this song actually made 
me think around the subject. (LP) 

It's chartpop, as ever, that reveals the ennui/drift/ 
confinement of western capitalism better than 
anything else and hip-hop, as pop's most lyrical 
form, is always gonna stray into political territory 
braverthan anything else. I'd mention Cop Shoot 
Cop, Consolidated and World Domination 
Enterprises as dim reminders that extreme/avant 
music doesn't have to have fuck-all to say. (NK) 

We often talk about whether artist's political 
views wd stop you listening to their music - 
but wd a politician's musical tastes likewise 
give you pause for thought? 

Politics and last.fm are, and should be, worlds 
apart; and the only thing that could impress me 
about a politician (this, sadly, is only theoretical at 
the moment) would be their policies and general 
attitude. Everything else is just noise. (RW) 

All the politicians are really doing is exactly the 
same as every hipster I've ever met; using art as 
a lapel badge, a shortcut to social currency. There 
are men and women in my town that have spent 
their adult lives doing that. I find it repulsive. (PD) 

Imagine David Cameron carefully selecting OK 
Computer from his racks and settling down with a 
glass of Rioja and some draft-policy documents/ 
Da//y Ma// editorials of an evening. Why hasn't Yorke 
said anything? Oh that's right, all politicians are just 
as bad as each other aren't they. . .that's another 
thing (alongside James Blunt, Coldplay, Ratboy 
Muse and the rest of the corduroy choirboys) to 
blame fucking Radiohead for. A deeply ingrained 
sense that the realities of politics are somehow 
'beneath' them, that sweeping statements and 
conspiracy theories and an unflaggingly inert 
cynicism are enough of a response. (NK) 
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the void 

when we meet 

Words: John Doran and kicking_k 

Plan B feeds you the future, one 
wriggling morsel at a time 



First Aid Kit 

Direct from the Stockholm's suburbs, coloured by 
felt-tips and chewed raw by the cuter animals at a 
zoo. "We aim for the hearts, not for the charts," 
they claim, and it's all so fruit-flavour vitamin and 
emotional milkshake that you'd have to forgive 
them even if they got you with a slow, painful 
gutshot.www.myspace.com/thisisfirstaidkit 

The Guillotines 

For petrol-blooded men and women who sleep on 
corrugated iron and get tattoos before the pubs 
open. Squawking saxophones, a bass cosh to the 
groin and hollow-boned percussion to crush your 
skull. They drink more than you and stay up later. 
And they have a much better time. The rotten, 
rotten bastards, www.myspace.com/theguillotines 




Izza Kizza 

Every big-headed new flower in hip-hop's 
erupting garden claims to be the next big 
thing, but few have a) an accelerated acid 
pop/synth-psych aesthetic, b) internet 
crossover potential due to involvement 
of influential blog deejay Nick Catchdubs 
and c) a place on Timbaland's label. Swig 
down the swagger of his Kizzaland MySpace 
download and let's get next. 
www.myspace.com/izzakizza 




Men and women who 
sleep on corrugated 
iron and get tattoos 
before the pubs open 



Michna 

We first became aware of this Ghostly Inc resident 
via his contribution to that label's dreamy 
collaborative album with the Adult Swim TV entities. 
The number in question, 'Triple Chrome Dipped', 
is a suitably unearthly cartoon bounce, rubberised 
groans staggering like sizzurp casualties between 
beats as shiny-but-heavy as smoked glass revolving- 
doors. www.myspace.com/eggfooyoung 

Orca 

These Faroe Islanders construct their own 
instruments (hydro harp, bass post, barrel kit, acid 



Nite Jewel 

Mystery music from the Italians Do It Better 
axis (though the Jewel inset in the name 
suggests the label's inhouse producer is 
involved someplace). Emanating from 
California like a convoy of pimped-up 
hearses (full of smoke), further connections 
with the Ariel Pink crew makes for a more- 
than-moderately interesting transposition 
of demi-monde blueprints. When worlds 
ne together, slowly, 
w.myspace.com/nitejewel 



jug) in a scrap yard 
and combine them 
with musical saw, angle 
grinder, cement mixer, 
hammer and nails to 
make post industrial, 
dubbed out sea shanties 
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and electronic elegies to the waves. At times, like 
Neubauten, Massive Attack and Hair And Skin 
Trading Company. At others, genuinely unique. 
www.myspace.com/orkaonline 

Petit Mai 

If the alleged recession can be imagineered as an 
economic leviathan in bed with aches'n'shivers, 
Petit Mal-a synth/drum offshoot of London's 
excellent Antifamily collective - should be added 
into the picture as a professional mourner, as in 
a Maupassant short story. Luminous clawmarks, 
empty markets and numberless twilights. 
www.myspace.com/petitmalpetitmal 

Rose Elinor Dougall 

The Pipettes have now waved goodbye to the last 
of their original members- Julia Ceasar for The 
Indelicates, Riot Becki missing, presumed rioting, 
and Rosay (whose deeper voice they might find 
most difficult to replace) about to resurface under - 
it's presumed -her actual civilian name. Citing 
Broadcast, Satie and The Sundays as new 
inspirations, the bedroom demos showcased so 
far have been tone blurs, not polka dots. 
www.myspace.com/roseelinordougallmusic 

Teeth Of The Sea 

Formed in a moment of merry madness after a Wolf 
Eyes gig, Teeth Of The Sea are covalently bonded to 
make psychedelic noise. Like the Butthole Surfers, 
Liars and Guru Guru all arguing over Arthur Russell's 
echo chamber, while a melancholy Mariachi 
trumpeter plays nearby, they're the acid rock 
equivalent of a must-read holiday novel. 
www.myspace.com/thewrongjaws 

Ulterior 

Channeling Guy Debord and Manic Street Preachers 
through early Revolting Cocks, Suicide and Mary 
Chain, Ulterior create riotronica out of feedback 
loops, waspish synth washes, body-fascistic drum 
patterns and strident rhetoric. 
www.myspace.com/electricityisblood 
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the void 

what I meant to say: danielson 

Words: kicking_k 
Photography: Alice Rosenbaum 

Plan B instigates a series of lyrical inquisitions via 
a run-thru the writing process with New Jersey's 
cross-denominational faith troopers 







This magazine is full of words about music. 
Describing it, exploring it, valuing it-and 
sometimes, against our massed best intents, 
obscuring it. And sometimes, maybe, we forget 
that many if not most musicians have their own 
texts- notthecall-and-response of interview, 
but the lyrics that bind the musical notes 
together. For example: Danielson, the 
stubbornly idiosyncratic, lovingly creative 
DIY Christian ensemble have a 2CD 'first fruits' 
compilation, Trying Hartz, aboutto spread said 
words yr way. I cornered Daniel Smith, the 
group's prime mover, to reverse engineer the 
songs that made the story so far. Or, how is 
there something, where there was nothing? 

We race through pleasantries. I start obvious. 
Is there one particular way you tend to write 



a song.' 

"Usually I'll pick up a guitar and just play- 
thenturn it off and walkaway. With lyrics-a 
lot of times, it's whatever favourite word or 
phrase I have that day. For years I was doing 
carpentry work, and that was great because my 
mind was free to wander. I'd be putting roofs 
on houses -and writing words down." 

"There is a deliberate process. I try not 
to think about it. Especially when recording 
demos, 'cause I get hung up on whether 
something's easy to play, and that confuses 
me - I'll tend to think if it's hard then it must 
be good - or if it happens too fast then it's not 
very good, and of course none of that's true. 

"So, I take time away from it to completely 
forget what happened and drive around, 
listening back in my car. Or on the lawnmower, 
whatever..." You listen to music on the 
lawnmower! "Yeah. Sure. Headphones." 

With the success of their last record, 
the stately, richly-burdened Ships and 
accompanying tours, Daniel finally found the 
stability to give up carpentry. Although he bore 
it with good grace it was clear his ideal (see: 
'Hammers Sitting Still') was to be able to work 



on musicfull time. .."Yeah, it's incredible-such 
a pleasure." Has that changed the way you 
write or approach music? "Wei I... si nee then 
I haven't written anything! Maybe I should 
start building houses again..." 

He shrugs off sudden laughter: "For the past 
year I've been producing other people's music. 
For me it really is a give-and-take process- 1 
really need to take time off, and help others - 
there's a principle there. And afterward, when 
I'm on my own again, I always feel I've learned 
so much -and the storehouse has filled up." 

That artistic praxis and final form should 
always dovetail recurs throughout the 
retrospective. During the live version of 'Don't 
You Be The Judge', the audience are invited to 
improvise solo verses, bellowed approximately 



'Words are so 
overused. They stop 
meaning anything' 



toward stage - crucial ly, free of censure. 

Are there any songs, or lines of songs, that 
you still don't feel you fully understand? 

"A lot of them! Oftentimes I'll have fun with 
an idea, with some word, and I'll look up the 
definition and try and pull out more. Or, I'll 
do that with the Bible. Like -I'll lookup 
'daughters' wherever it appears. I'll just pull all 
them out and take a look at 'em, see how they 
relate to each other -if they do." 

Other peoples' misconceptions? "That 
I'm writing Christian propaganda. ..even Bob 
Dylan reads the Bible. It's my responsibility 
to be true to what I hear and see -that's not 
propaganda, it's being honest. There's not 
an ounce of politics. I don't talk about politics. 
I barely believe in politics." 



I ask about his own favourite lyricists: "It's 
the classics- Bob Dylan -even all the way up till 
now I think he 's great. Royal Trux made playful 
lyrics - but poetic as wel I. And they always 
sounded cool." A few questions on, he beelines 
back to add Syd Barrett, Jad Fair and Daniel 
Johnston: "That playfulness -not downright 
goofy but. ..nottrying to be cool. Vulnerable." 

One thing I was going to ask about was the 
way you'll coin your own words- like you spell 
heart H-A-R-T- how did you get involved in 
doing that? "I was really influenced by Howard 
Finster, the outsider artist who did album 
covers for Talking Heads and REM. He was 
a reverend, and a lot of times, he'd write stories 
or scriptures on the painting so they filled it 
and it seemed like he was writing so fast 
there'd be misspellings. I don't know if he did 
it on purpose. Words are so overused. They stop 
meaning anything - but if you change the word 
people have to rethink it." 

I drop my strangest question: If you could 
somehow make one particular group of 
people listen to yourmusic-eg lawyers or 
whatever...? "It's tough, because I understand 
that the sound that we're making is not gonna 
be necessarily appealing to certain folks . In the 
early days it was said that our music was too 
weird for church folk, and too spiritual for club 
folk... which I love. To me it is very natural to be 
playing this music, which sounds good to me, 
with lyrics that come from my own life. But we 
seem to have one foot in the 'invisible church', 
which I'm happyto bea part of." 

With which, we sign off. I put down the 
phone and I guess, somewhere in America, 
he does too. I'm still chewing over what he said 
when asked about mood states-that he 
prefers the challenge of writing happy songs, 
however he's feeling: "I haven't written too 
many sad songs. Some are melancholic. I guess 
there's always hope in there because... I just 
believe. It will come, eventually." The office 
is silent. 
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"Well, Edwyn is RIGHT ON most of the time about these 
things.That record is a great example of musical emotion - 
the gush and naive, beautiful, forceful, ardour, the pathetic 
un-restraint of instant crush. But there is more of a purity and 
beauty in that that can't be said and remains forever 
untarnished and I don't just mean unrequited love for 
a 'person', either. When we made that single it was to be 
in tribute to that great, great LP, awkward but direct. We got 
the awkward bit easy as we had to do it in a closed musical 
equipment shop as cars buzzed by." 

Young Lions 

Are you drawn to devotional music? 
"Not devoted to anything here. Shop Assistants are there in 
the memory of their song 'Caledonian Road' playing as I fell 
apart again, but defiant in non-surrender to blue demons. 
There's always another sunny day. . . " 

If I Had A Soul 

Is rock'n 'roll intrinsically romantic? 
"This contains the only guitar solo I am proud of -and my 
first. A joyful guitar explosion about bleak upbeat things, the 
first I wrote after the rest of the first band left me crying in my 
punk rock bunker alone. I stole the riff from the Sixties band 
The Nazz. We, a new band of old-ish friends, felt fuckin' great 
doing these simple noisy songs. And fer me so excited how to 
play a guitar riff stole from a cool song that I ALONE had 
figgered out. . .THAT, my dear, is the intrinsically romantic 
thing about rock'n'roll. That day was pure fuckin' romance." 




ds: Everett True 
ography: Pavla Kopecna 
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I will declare an interest here. I love this band. 

Their music is passionate, messy and stupidly 
arrogant. Their music references sources I love and 
understand -the hurt soul of Dexys Midnight 
Runners, the post office swagger of Vic Godard, 
Dan Treacy's self-destructive beauty, the smoking 
dens of the beatniks, forgotten indie-meets- 
Northern Soul band Jasmine Minks, Dansette record 
players lying overused among shattered vinyl, the 
lure of bed-sit London - but fiercely skewed. 

"Broken, as in fractured, incomplete, as in 
defeated, used and abused," writes Feck in 
response to my query as to where the collection's 
title came from, before adding, "But also in a good 
way- records you play 'til they became useless 
except in glorious memory." He goes on. "Record, 
asinDER-RANG! BOMP! Prayer, as in confessionals 
to fake deities, as in hymns to nothing, as in the 
chance of hope. Do you think Swell Maps knew the 
chords to their songs? It took me fucking YEARS. " 

Jack Nance Hair 

Who was Jack Nance, and what inspired this 
statement of intent? 

"Well, the Jack Nance bit was the last strand of the song cos 
I realised there was no 'hook' to this formless, melancholic 
rant. Then I realised, like us pop scientists do, that the sorry 
tale of this doomed alcoholic failure fitted in nicely with our 
own miserable parable. He was the David Lynch stock actor 
who never made it as an a grade guy. He's the Skip Spence 
of the alternative film scene, haunted little guy in the 
background diminishing ever further." 

You Can Hide Your Love Forever 

The title directly contradicts Edwyn Collins, 
of course. (Orange Juice's first album is called 
You Can't Hide Your Love Forever.J 



Brothers Off The Block 

How important is it to be in tune? 

" It's a political song, maybe trying to be a spastic drunk 
early Dylan. The problem with being in tune is you have to 
stay that way and everyone knows how it turns out. There's 
a lotto be said for the immediacy of the instant and the 
hope of the hopeless.There's surely more beauty in going 
fer some glorious high and kinda fallin', than hittin' those 
angelic notes every time. Anyway, fuck it. I am not Sting. 
I AM NOT STING I" 

Beautiful Despair 

Which poets did you grow up reading? 

"Poets I grew up with. . .Townshend/A Lee/Treacy/Weller/the 

Beats/ Hungry Beat." 

Love Without Lies 

Does technology make recording music easier 

or harder? 

"Yes." 

Hard Times 

Were you big Face readers when young? 
"I liked looking at the pictures of miserable stupid looking 
mods and thinking, 'Fuck me! At least I don't look 
that stupid'." 

If You Ever Walk Out Of My Life 

Name me a few favourite bands with male/ 
female singers. 

"We got asked to do this Northern Soul cover and of course 
we love Northern, but those cheesy words had to go. Me and 
Jon sat in the pub and came up with a suitable Mod kitchen- 
sink story to hang our clothes on, and wrote while I kept 
glancing at the TV for the breaking football results. Some 
girl/boy bands I dig, urn - Daughters Of Albion, Poppy Family, 
Gentle Soul, Hangman's Beautiful Daughter, Revolving 
Paint Dream. . .do Beat Happening and Sly And The Family 
Stone count?" 
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Books Of California 

Why do so many English people love San Francisco ? 
"Ah well, you know all those laidback hairy San Fran dudes, 
well, they all really dig London I It's true. I remember taking 
Bart Davenport, who makes really good records and sings 
on our last LP, to a Northern Soul night and all he wanted 
to do was ride buses and go see where The Kinks grew up. 

" I loved SF due to the Richard Brautigan books I read as 
a callow youth (and who this song is about). And Chrisser, 
who's on most Comet Gain LPs these days, he's a San Fran 
boy, and we all love goin' there, so there's a San Fran song 
on every LP now." 

Look At You Now (You're Crying) 

Explain the importance (or otherwise) of the 
TV Personalities. 

" Does this sound like the TVPs? Well, maybe in a psychedelic 
minor chord dirge way. There's an even longer version 
somewhere for the box set in 2023, the year we split up and 
reap our rewards. 

"TheTV Personalities gave me a frail home for my 
awkward, wayward teenage blues. I was bedsit bound 
and heard '3 Wishes' and it REALLY had that life affirming/ 
changing thing on me, a kindred call. I was obsessed with 
a lot of Mod/Sixties imagery and thought maybe I was a 
bit weird, and needed a band that echoed all this, that 
London melancholia." 

Mainlining Mystery 

Who are Comet Gain set against? 
" Everyone who thinks that music is measured in terms of 
success, for one. Either our day will crawl up and wink at us 
on the way out, or it won't. Don't matter. What matters is the 
WAY it's done, WHY, how and with a certain idealism and 
HEART. The contradictory mess of the inner workings of 
Comet Gain is a valuable asset. We are modern prototypes of 
a new model built to cope with the rigours of this filthy 
century. The last communique from Baader-Meinhofwasin 
reference to the revolution. 'I was. . .1 am ... I will be.' We can 
live by this, as 'revolution' is interchangeable with other terms 
or feelings in the 'music scene' language." 

Asleep On The Snow 

A true story? 

"I wrote this in the pub, too - Marquis Of Granby, Cambridge 
Circus, with a book about the Spanish Civil War. That's 1 per 
cent of the song, 1 5 per cent from the original Xmas song 
I wrote, 'Tower Block December', 1 per cent is a warning 
about the end of the world, and 1 per cent a weird self- 
fulfilling prophecy, seeing as I met my dear French fiance 
a while later. Is it a true story? Well, they all are really. 
Whatever per cent is left - that's the true part." 

Beatnik 

What is the value of perseverance? 
"One single shoulda been enough to leave a good legacy like 
those Messthetics groups but we fucked it up and now we 
can't stop, like a runaway train. Perseverance is easy if you're 
scared that stopping will stop you living in some electric/ 
sense of belonging way, and easy if you like being a fly in the 
ointment. It's bizarre to go from something that thinks it's 



part of the young meteors on the scene to being a relic with 
a dubious legacy. I noticed cos these hip young energetic 
complicated types like The Cribs and the people who run 
What's Your Rupture, Twee As Fuck, Germs Of Youth etc, 
started asking us to do gigs and records as though we were 
old statesmen, like Jasmine Minks or June Brides! It's slowly 
started to dawn on me that for some we are and that, dear 
kids, is accidental perseverance. 

"Sometimes, I wish all our songs sounded like 'Beatnik'. 
We'd do an LP of one side of these two-chord garage pop 
with Farfisa riffs and one side with melancholic bleak late 
night feelings.That's the perfect Comet Gain record. It'll 
never happen." 

He Walked By Nite 

Should noise be intrinsically unfathomable? 
"I never understood the word 'intrinsic'. You lot just use it to 
sound clever -less Greil Marcus, more Lester Bangs please. 
Noise is a perfect prop to denote 'anger' or 'defiance' or 
'mongoloid dudeism' and thus here. . . " 

Orwell Liberty Dance 

Explain the importance (or otherwise) of 
George Orwell. 

"Well, we didn't name a song after him cos we thought he 
was a cunt." 

Emotion Pictures 

Define (or give me at least two definitions of) 
pop music. 

"Pop music puts the unknown, yearning feeling in your heart 
that has no vocabulary into sweet defiant musical words - is 
this not why I make records and you write words, Jerry? 
And ... makes the bleakest, saddest, angriest moment 
become a burst of gleefully moron sunlite bursting dancing 
on your bed while you sing along with 'Lady Friend'/'Get Up 
And Use Me'/'Breaking Down The Walls Of Heartache'..." 

Tighten Up! 

Explain the importance of Northern Soul. 
"It's sad, yearning music about unrequited love and doomed 
love, and you can dance to it and it's 'intrinsically' obscure 
and neglected (well, in my day) so DUH." 

Germ Of Youth Part II 

How sexy is confusion ? 

"Germ Of Youth is an old fanzine by Justin Trosper from 
Unwound who Kay adores. Fer fuck's sake, last week she was 
wearing a T-shirt saying, 'Kay loves Unwound'. I hate to think 
of the filthy porn she's saying over this, dirty cow bassists." 

Record Prayer 

This is where we came in. Don 'tbe scared to 
con tra diet yourself. 

"Why are so many bands afraid of contradicting themselves? 
It shows strength of will, surely -a weak strength. Every story 
told, every song should be redone years later and the writer 
will say, 'Uh, well on hindsight, I was completely fucking 
wrong, what I M EANT to say was. . . ' Nobody ever learns. 
That's the fucking point, but we endeavour to persevere and 
our dreams never end." 
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'One single shoulda 
been enough, but we 
fucked it up and now 
we can't stop, like a 
runaway train' 




white light attack 

Words: Daniel Spicer 

Photography: Joe Dilworth 

For the latest In Praxis, Plan B's ongoing series 
on the process of music-making, we meet 
MoHa!, Norwegian punkdeconstructionists 
pitting experimental electronics against 
skronk-jazz and watching sparks fly 



A harsh and exhilarating transformation seems to 
have overcome MoHa ! . Although just 25 and 26 
respectively, keyboardist/guitarist Anders Hana and 
drummer Morten J Olsen have been at the vanguard 
of Norway's broiling improv scene for a good few 
years, with both serving in free-jazz legend Frode 
Gjerstad'sCirculationeTotale Orchestra, and free- 
electro-rock unit Ultralyd. Until now, their modus 
operandi as MoHa! has also been rooted in the 
freedoms of spontaneous interaction, with last 
year's album, Norwegianism, a ragged blast of 
free-rock anarchy like Lightning Bolt slipping around 
on ball-bearings. But their latest release has kicked 
all that in the nuts. With One-Way Ticket To 
Candyland they've trimmed off all the fat, and 
hacked their sound down to short, brutal, 
impossibly tight jabs of prog-punk insanity; 
hyperactive clusters of micro-rhythms slammed 
together to create a savage collage of abbreviated 
riffs with absolutely no room for chance. 

You can put some of this new coherence down 
to geography. Until recently, the two lived hundreds 
of miles apart, split between Berlin and Stavanger 
in southern Norway. Now that's all changed, as 
Hana explains: "We are having the obligatory 'Berlin 
period', so the biggest change is that we again, after 



five years apart, live in the same city and have 
started hanging and practising on a daily basis. We 
found ourselves a bit stuck in our improvising and 
wanted to do something more coherent. The new 
album is how that something ended up." Obviously, 
there's been a seismic shift in working methods, 
but these new bangers are still basically birthed from 
freedom. "Improvisation does indeed playa big 
part," agrees Hana, "And our newer materials are 
what improvisations have influenced. Some of the 
tracks we have now are fixed improvisations so to 
speak, cells of what we used to do in an improvised 
setting applied to 'compositional tools'. And they 
are not written down; simply through recording and 
listening back in the practice room, decisions are 
being made and pieces fall into place." 

Instrumental^, too, there's been development. 
It's no longer recognisably guitar and drums: big, 
blunt blocks of raw electronic sound now slot 
together so seamlessly you can't tell who's playing 
what. For one thing, Hana has thrown a digital synth 
into the mix. "It's cool enough," he shrugs. 
" Sounds like shit if you put it directly into a stereo 
or something. But if it is loud enough through amps 
and cabinets, it works. I guess it has changed the 
sound, because I used to only play guitar. Now my 




sound has got more electronic and the synth helps 
me not play 20-minute guitar solos any more. " 
If you caught MoHa! playing this new material live 
this summer you'll have seen Hana pounding the 
synth and guitar-often simultaneously-trapped in 
a seething snake-pit of cables, pedals, boxes and 
clutter. It looks like a lifetime's collection of technical 
detritus chucked on stage. "It has grown through 
the years and collected from different random 
places, " says Hana. " Most of it is what you can get 
in your regular music store. I would, though, a lot 
of times prefer analogue over digital. But this is 
mainly because analogue tools are more physical 
and intuitive than digital stuff. I like knobs, lam 
tired of computers." 

Crucially, much of the duo's expanded palette 
can be found in the ongoing evolution of Olsen's 
drum-kit away from pure percussion and 
increasingly into tonal, even melodic, possibilities. 
Again, see them live, and you'll realise that every 
part of his set-up is now mic'd, wired and plugged 
into a laptop running custom-built software. "It's 
aSuperCollider3 patch -a programming language 
and engine for real-time audio synthesis," he 
explains. "It amplifies, processes and alters different 
kinds of mic sources around the kit, contact mics on 



double-edged x 
xe to my drums: 
t got confiscated 
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the metals, regular dynamic on toms and 
a mosquito in the snare. The initial interface was 
made by Jeff Carey at a residency we did at STEIM 
in Amsterdam [the renowned centre for research 
and development of instruments and tools for 
performers in electronic performance arts]. Jeff is 
a friend and Supercollider wizard, and also 
a bandmate in the electro-acoustic sextet Off ice- 
R(6). He's developed some keys that enable you to 
turn on and off/pause synths with the computer 
keyboard, group them, toggle and so on. At this 
point, I can sort of manoeuvre around the 
Supercollider language on my own but I still 
occasionally bug Jeff for Supercollider first aid. " 
Armed with these enhancements, Olsen sets 
about rewriting the possibilities normally open to 
the drummer - in crazily inventive ways. A contact 
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mic in the shaft of an ordinary drum-brush, run 
through SuperCollider3, turns it into what he calls 
"a magic wand," enabling him to shake it around 
and create stuttering, fluttering textures. The kit 
itself is centered around a brooding black box where 
the bass drum normally sits -a cold, implacable 
presence that Olsen attacks with double-pedal, 
double-time flourishes, setting up eerily mechanical, 
supra-human rhythms, like a malfunctioning Lars 
Ulrich droid. Ohyeah, and as if that wasn't enough, 
how about adding some weapons to the equation? 
"I attached a double-edged axe to it that got 
confiscated in Iceland. I was fined for weapon 
smuggling!" 

Such a hellish embellishment is just one example 
of howMoHa! turn a live show into a genuine 
spectacle. For their most recent tour they lugged 



around a wall of stark, white strip lights and enough 
amps to have punters reaching for the earplugs 
before a note had been played. Olsen explains: 
"We thought that it would be nice not to have 
blue, purple, pink and other 'rock'n'roll' lights. 
Light engineers -when there are any -want to 
try to 'follow' our music with the lights, but we 
have a lot of stops and breaks at different places 
and the tempo changes quite a few times. It would 
be hard for somebody, that had never in their life 
heard us before, to suddenly know our next move. 

" Because of this, and also because we often play 
off the stage, we decided to bring our own simple 
white lights, that sometimes might blink a little. 
Also somebody said that we were really boring to 
watch in between songs, when we are changing 
programs on computer and synth and so on, so 



we decided to blind people instead. We bring 
the amps because we want to be self-sufficient 
and in total control of our sound. It also makes us 
more flexible to what kind of spaces we can play 
in. Now we just need four power outlets and a 
microphone stand." 

All this thought given to the physical effect 
on an audience pays off, too. Bursting through 
the cracks in extreme rock and power electronics, 
MoHa! somehow end up in a zone not far from 
the most euphoric techno, turning a mid-week 
gig almost into a full-on rave. "We are perhaps 
trying to catch the post-saturated vibe, an attitude 
of some sort, so flirting with techno and rave 
should be in there too," agrees Olsen. "Most fun 
for us is when it steams up and people come 
very close. " 
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After two decades in self-imposed exile, Grace Jones returns to music with new album 
Hurricane. Plan B meets the self-proclaimed Corporate Cannibal: part avenging angel, 
part black devil, a true force of nature 

Words: Melissa Bradshaw 




HUNTRESS 



GraceJonesisnotasbig, orastall, as I had imagined 
she would be. Maybe this is because in all the 
famous images or her, her streamlined physique 
makes her look intimidatingly athletic; or because 
of her towering poise. Or maybe because of the 
giant-like status she has attained in my head. 
And at 60, she has probably lost an inch or so. 
Maybe it is all of these things. 

We are in a glamourous Italian restaurant by the 
Thames. Grace is wearing a slinky black hood 
underneath a green, many-pointed hat. She has 
just ordered squid and white wine in Italian. 
Several interviewers have remarked they have 
been intimidated by her, but I am not in the least 
bit intimidated. She does not, forthe main, exhibit 
any diva behaviour, unless you count spluttering 
a lot to begin with, in demonstration of her cold. 
She is not drunk. Nor does she say anything about 
being "the ink in the squid" (as she announced in 
a recent interview for the Observer). What does 
startle me, though, is the building. All glass and 
metal, reflective surfaces, it's behaving like it 
knew Grace was coming. The walls are decorated 
with mirrors, at head-height, and because we 
are sat in the corner, they are reflecting each other, 
so I can see several Grace Joneses flanking me on 
either side. 

Right now we're talking about the clergymen in 
her family. Her father, who passed away earlier this 
year, ran a church in New York; her brother Noel is a 
celebrity Bishop, whose congregation includes Jada 
Pinkett-Smith, Chris Tucker, Courtney Love, and 
Brandy, as well as many locals and gang members; 
another of her brothers, Maxwell, was a deputy 
major in New Jersey as well as a pastor. So does she 
still visit church? 

"Once in a while," she says. "But I only go to 
my brother's church in Los Angeles. And I did go 
to my father's church, just out of respect. It can be 
quite spiritual, you get a spiritual sense from it." 
And as she says 'spiritual', immediately a load of 
pink and blue coloured lights flash on. "Oh wow! 
Disco! It's like disco lights! " she laughs, and I look 
around, wondering if a waiter is staging it. But I only 
see Grace's reflections, multiplied. 

Like the disco lights, Jones' current track 
'Corporate Cannibal' is extraordinarily timed. Born 
out of her past collisions with major record labels, 
it's a dark satire on the rule of corporations over our 
lives, Jones' monotone contralto juxtaposing 
market speak and vampiric command. "Pleased to 
meet you/Pleased to have you on my plate", she 
announces. "Your meat is sweet to me, your 
destiny, your fate/You 're my life support, your life is 
my sport" . Much has been made of the track's 
resemblance to Mezzanine-era Massive Attack, 
although you could of course turn that the right way 
up and say how much Massive Attack probably owe 
to the Jamaican-born Jones, who was signed in the 
Seventies to Island Records. After making three 
albums, 1 977's Portfolio, 1 978's Fame, and 1 979's 
Muse with Tom Moulton, the disco producer who 



started the use of 1 2-inch vinyl, she collaborated 
with Chris Blackwell and Alex Sadkin on a number 
of seminal releases. "Your marriage is a tragedy, 
but it's not my concern/ I'm very superficial but 
I hate everything official", she announced, in 
android voice, on 1 980's 'Private Life'. "Your sex 
life complications are not my fascinations. " 
Modern, sleek dub, the record sounds an 
obvious precondition to Mezzanine. 'Corporate 
Cannibal' belongs in its vein. The content is 
sharp, not sentimental. 

pleased to meet you 

Or does she mean "pleased to meat you'l 
In the cabalistic summoning of a victim by its prey, 
it matters that what is being exchanged is flesh. 
For when have bodies not been important to 
Grace Jones? Her entire oeuvre is dedicated to 
the pangs of the flesh: misplaced flesh, incredible 
flesh, bare flesh. Black flesh. Female flesh. 
Awe-inspiring flesh. 'Corporate Cannibal' is, 
therefore, not just about your exploitative boss. 
Arriving through digitised screens across the 
world as the greed of bankers tips it into irrevocable 
crisis, 'Corporate Cannibal' is, really, extraordinarily, 
spookily timed. 



Which, if you think about it, is always the case. 
The corporation wants you to want its videos. 
Hooker and Jones have just made that economy 
explicit. Most black women on MTV these days 
seem to be there to make you want their bodies. 
Grace's wanting-you cannibal is scary, even to a 
woman. Suddenly, all those men who run away 
when a woman is 'too forward' with her needs 
make a little more sense. It's not simply that they 
wanta passive woman. No, they arejust too totally 
saturated in the media's display of feminine bodies 
upon which male desire can project itself. 

Rebellious daughter of an apostolic preacher, 
Grace Jones is one of a long line of artists who, 
in the 20th to the 2 1st Century, have turned and 
turned around again what it means to be called 
a sinner. RobertJohnson was self-condemnation 
incarnate; Ray Charles and Sam Cooke purified 
sexual pleasure; Aretha reunited with the Southern 
California Gospel choir in response to accusations; 
and Lauryn Hill publicly repented (and has been little 
heard of since). Jones' career has been one of pride 
in transgression; or, pride in herself as transgressive. 
"I don't like to be put 'within limits'," she says. 
"I never like that, not as an artist. I think that it 
completely kills art when you do that. You have 



'The mirror eats you on the other 
side. ..so, the person looking into the 
mirror doesn't exist anymore' 



" I wrote this six- no, four years ago. " 

Here in London? 

"Yeah." 

So the timing that it's come out is a coincidence, 
then? 

"Yeah, it is funny," she purrs, amused. "I know! 
It's strange." 

And why choose to be the voice of the cannibal? 

"Oh, well, because the only way I could get 
out of the system is if I became a bum and lived 
on the streets. You know, I'm still a part of it. 
But to sing it as being this big monstrous thing... 
that just came out. I thought it's more powerful 
to sing it as I am it. It's stronger, in the interpretation 
of the song." And it works. Try to conceive it 
the other way -as a simple complaint against 
corporations -and it would be a little pathetic. 
And that is something Jones has never been. 

In the video, directed byvideographerNick 
Hooker, Grace's disconnected head bends and 
flickers. Hooker's video parodies the way 
contemporary popular musicvideos manipulate 
bodies -especially female bodies, stretching 
legs and breasts, adding sheens-and with 
them, your desire. Only this time it's not you that 
wants what's in the video. The video wants you. 



to be on the edge, or how you say, 'out of the box', 
in order to create something. When you're limited 
too much, you're just imitating, you have to imitate. 
Do you know what I mean?"" 

Inspiring people to be, to do what they want: 
that was the central tenet of disco - the nightclub 
as a church where you went to be free, to worship 
being free, and to celebrate your sexuality 
evangelically. Grace's family moved from Spanish 
Town, Jamaica, to New York, at exactly the right 
time: she was in her twenties when disco took off. 
The photographer Jean-Paul Goude first saw her 
performing 'I Need A Man' on top of a table at 
a gay club. When Grace met Goude, she was a 
woman "looking like a man", as she sings on 
'Walking In The Rain'. 5'8 to 5' 10, depending on 
which source you believe, with Amazonian limbs, 
voracious lips, a feisty glint in her eyes and 
enormous cheekbones, she appeared nothing like 
the dominant images of women popular in Western 
media iconography. When she started out as a 
model, Andy Warhol told herthat her public weren't 
ready for her. They would be, though: Jones would 
go on to collaborate with Goude on the sharp, 
angular, androgynous look that she became famous 
for in the Eighties. 
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Judith Butler's theories of gender as a 
performative - of something that, while inescapable 
intheworldatlarge, could be worn, acted and, 
possibly, partially broken down - became 
epidemic in the Nineties. But if anyone is a walking 
embodiment of action preceding and being better 
than theory it is Jones. Aside from transgressing 
gender boundaries, Jones was sexually forthright. 
Unlike her movie/model precursors Bardot and 
Monroe, who were sexually available, there to make 
you want to tear off their clothes, Jones would want 
to tear off your clothes and say so. Hence, possibly, 
her most famous song, 'Pull Up To The Bumper', in 
which she tells her baby to pull up to her bumper. In 
"your long black limousine" . If a limousine is an 
mark of material excess, and culture is built on the 
excesses of desire, and female desire is excessive to 
the masculine, then it is possibly the most excessive 
innuendo ever sung. Her biggest tracks of the later 
Eighties continued the theme. Imperfection is 
perfection's excess on 'I'm Not Perfect, (But I'm 
Perfect For You)'. On her highest charting hit, love 
On Top Of Love', Jones sang "/ don't need no extra 
help, I'm already too much foroneman". 

Grace never dominated the US mainstream 
charts, doing consistently better in the UK singles 
chart. But the surety with which she is currently 
reclaiming public status is testament to her 
dominance in the public psyche. List the names 
she has collaborated with and the picture expands: 
aside from Warhol, Goude, Moulton, Blackwell and 
Sadkin are the likes of Roger Moore, Trevor Horn 
(who produced 'Slave To The Rhythm'), Jim 
Jarmusch, Richard Bernstein, Antonio Lopez, Arnold 
Schwarznegger, Eddie Murphy. ..and now, on 



Being something of a force of nature, Grace 
seems to bring natural forces in her wake. Back 
in 1 994, Trevor Jones suggested she fly to Los 
Angeles to write with Wendy And Lisa of Prince's 
band The Revolution - a session that would yield the 
'Hurricane' track and forthcoming single 'Williams' 
Blood'. "I always used to say 'Please God don't let 
me go to Los Angeles when the big earthquake 
happens'. And sure enough, the earthquake 
happened when we were writing this song I " 

Grace is also a mother, and motherhood is a 
theme that crops up over and over in Hurricane. 
There is her own mother in 'Williams' Blood', all 
about the divide between her mother and father's 
side of her family. And there is 'I'm Crying (Mother's 
Tears)', which she says began when her mother 
refused to cry at her grandmother's funeral. 
"I found it kind of strange actually, and my father 
was crying for my mother. So it's not just about my 
mother -it's about your lover crying for you, or your 
brother crying for you, or you crying for your mother 
or her husband crying for his life. So that's basically 
what that song is about. I used that situation to 
create a song." 

Can she recommend motherhood? 

"Oh yeah. I wish everyone could have, everyone 
should have at least one." 

Even men? 

"[Laughs] Even men! Absolutely! Because urn... 
I mean, it's magic. They bring magic, they bring urn, 
another life. When you have a child, it's like, it's 
another life. You become a child again, actually. " 

Filtered similarly to 'Private Life', Jones' voice 
enters the LP's title track with sheets of sound 
splicing the space behind her. "lam woman, lam 



'I don't like to be put within limits. I neve 
that, not as an artist. I think that it completely 
kills art when you do that' 



Hurricane, Brian Eno, Tricky, Tony Allen. The flat-top 
haircut that she pioneered with Goude, adopted 
by hip hop in the Eighties, is now a staple of grime 
MCs. What is all this if not the limits of charts as 
a measure for cultural influence? 

force of nature 

Your new album is called Hurricane. What does the 
title refer to? 

"Well, I like to have one word titles on albums, 
so I try to listen, and think about which song title 
I could use, a title that at the same time might mean 
a lot of different things. That song, forme, is one 
of the most powerful album tracks. A hurricane can 
be something huge that's destructive, or a big wall 
of somethingjust coming at you. It could be the 
industry in China for example, just consuming 
consumers. Not just floods and winds and things 
like that -it's a powerful force." 

Have you ever been caught in a hurricane? 

"I flew out of one when I was in Miami, 
recording. A big one, a few years ago, I can't 
remember the name of it. And I flew on a small 
private plane when all the trees were bent. " 

That must have been scary. 

"Yeah. It was very scary. We lost an engine, and 
we had to nosedive in order to jumpstart the engine. 
We lost all the oxygen trying to go above the 
hurricane. I was with [producer] Chris Blackwell at 
the time -we were recording in the studio in Miami 
and he wanted to stay and watch it. And everybody 
kept telling us 'No no, you have to go!'" 

So they made you get on the plane in 
a hurricane? 

"Yeah [laughs]. Atthe last minute, yeah." 



sun", she announces. "See me here I come, can't 
see where I run/ 1 can give birth to she, I can give 
birth to son". Heavy bass falls into the nethers. "And 
you keep on taking, my head should be aching", she 
sings, voice amplified and naked in swirling 
crescendo. "And I'll be a hurricane, tearing down 
trees. " Her voice travels from ominous spoken word 
into enormous, tremble-inducing gospel. As the 
song winds down, Grace's voice is joined by Tricky's 
rough whisper. At the heart of the song is an idea 
of the mother, as a force incredibly in its power 
continuously to give. Sleek and powerful, 
'Hurricane' is, strikingly, a spiritual. 

picture this 

Grace has a website, www.worldofgracejones.com, 
on which you can click through a series of 
quotations: from her, from Andy Warhol, Jean-Paul 
Goude, who was also her lover and with whom she 
has a son, Paulo; Keith Haring, who famously 
painted her body with tribal paint for a performance 
atthe Paradise Garage, for the film 'Vamp', and for 
the video for 'I'm Not Perfect (But I'm Perfect For 
You)'; and her admirer, feminist Camille Paglia. 
These quotations are by far the most interesting 
thing I have ever read about her. You learn, for 
instance, that her high school report said that she 
was "socially sick"; that she used to think she would 
die young, and that she thinks of most people, who 
repress their personality, as "the walking dead". 
Funnily enough, she can't remember some of the 
quotes I pull up from the site. "I said that I was born 
to be a star? I suppose I must have said that. . . " she 
muses. The site began as an unofficial fansite, but 
Grace and her husband, producer Ivor Guest, found 
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it and loved it. " I contacted the person that does it, 
and he couldn't believe it was me on the other end 
of the phone." 

The website gives the impression of a toweringly 
free-thinking diva, an image that many interviews 
of late have also cultivated: so free in her thinking 
that she is often bizarre, often difficult. She is 
neither of these things when I meet her; I'm more 
disconcerted by the mirrored duplications of 
duplications of Grace that surround me in my 
restaurant seat. Jones knows more about this than 
me: after years of modelling, her website says, she 
found herself "on the other side of the mirror"; in a 
recent interview, she told Dazed And Confused she 
took down all the mirrors in her house. 

"I had an overdose of it from modelling," she 
elucidates. "And I was honestlyjust looking in 
mirror for so many hours, you know, hours of make- 
up you know, 'God, do I have a pimple today? 
Do I look tired for the shoot?' You know, so it's 
always... even the camera is a mirror. So, then you're 
spending the whole day with a camera shooting you 
so that's also, it's another mirror. So it doesn't. . .so 
yeah I did, I took all the mirrors out of my house." 

You also said that you felt like you'd gone 
'beyond the mirror.' I wondered what that meant. 



"Meaning that you become the image inside the 
mirror. Not the one looking into the mirror. Like, the 
mirror eats you on the other side, so the person 
looking into the mirror doesn't exist anymore. " 

How did you become a model in the first place? 

" I went to New York. I was looking for acting 
jobs, and that was a way to make some quick 
money, but it was really hard for me so I didn't stay. 
I was taken first by Black Beauty modelling agency - 
that was, it only had, you know, blacks. Mostly 
commercial models, for TV or catalogues. I didn't fit 
into that mould so I went to Wilhelmina's agency. 
She was a very big, exotic model herself, and she 
had models like Maud Adams. I kept going back, 
kept shooting more pictures, and finally she took 
me on. She said, 'You look like a black Gene 
Tierney.' I thought, 'OK, let me see what this Gene 
Tierney looks like'," she laughs. There are pictures 
of Tierney with her hair squarely piled on top of her 
head, in a sharp Forties suit, and you can see where 
Jones might have got ideas for her later image - 
particularly, the cover of 1 981 LP Nightclubbing. 

For all of Grace's aversion to mirrors, much of 
her art has been about reflection. Her work with 
Warhol and Goude was to do with technologies 
of reproduction and the body. Goude made a statue 



of her, which adorns the cover of Island Life; she is 
posed impossibly, the top part of her body facing 
the camera as she balances on one leg. Athleticism 
runs in Jones' family; her sister is the personal trainer 
to a female bodybuilder, and Grace herself dated 
a number of bodybuilders in the Eighties. 

I wonder if going on the other side of the mirror 
- in a world where modelling means nothing like it 
does for men as it does for women, and where not 
seeing the right thing in the mirror is the underlying 
reason behind hundreds of patronising women's 
magazines - has to do with freedom. There's 
something contradictory about a model who claims 
freedom. Even models like Kate Moss, who are said 
to have broken the mould, are still extraordinary- 
looking. You cannot achieve that mode of feminine 
desirability if you are not photogenic. 

I ask if there's anything that she's ever disliked 
about her appearance. "Only my skinny ankles." 
I thought that was a good thing? "Well, so I've been 
told. But you can't convince mel'T would like to see 
anyone try and convince Grace Jones about 
something she'd made up her mind about. 

I ask if there are any women she's carried 
up there in her head -personal icons -and the 
answer is immediate. "Oh yeah, absolutely. Yeah. 
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Tina Turner, baby!" she laughs. "I'm sorry! I love her. 
I love her. Yeah, I think she's one of my favourites. 
Really, Tina is it. Any others would be beneath her." 

They have met and done concerts together. 
At one, in Italy, Tina was about to go on stage, and 
took her jacket off. "And we had the same outfit 
on. It's like [bangs table] 'You gotta be kidding!' 
I had to go and take my top off, but I still kept my 
jacket part - it was a bustier from the same designer. 
And then of course it was like one of those outdoor 
amphitheatres in Italy. And the wind was blowing 
my thing so my breast was showing, and Tina was 
like. . .[does a horrified glance sideways]" 

On Hurricane, Grace Jones matures, in her own 
words, becoming braver in her personal insights, 
exploring herself through her family. "I used to write 
a lot in double meanings, because I just didn't want 
anyone to really know what I'm talking about, " she 
explains. "So ljustthought, to improve in the 
writing, one has to go deeper inside yourself. " 
Her explorations into autobiography began on 
1 986's Inside Story. The title track is about one of 
her brothers, Christian, who was thrown out of 
church for being "too feminine", but she rattles 
through a list of the autobiographical tracks on 
the album so fast I don't have time to query her 
about each one. I do ask her about 'Chan Goes To 
Shanghai', though. I've been wondering if it's about 
an Eighties action movie, but it's actually about 
Grace's hired help. "He used to work for me, and he 
just upped and disappeared one day. So I made up 
this story of what might have happened. He was the 
cook and live-in housekeeper, he was there for like 
a year, but all of a sudden, one morning, he was 
gone! " Listen to it now and try not to laugh. 



Hurricane is not all we have to look forward 
to from Grace. Overthe past four years, filmmaker 
Sophie Fiennes has been following her, making a 
documentary. There is also material from the gap 
between 1 989's Bulletproof Heart and Hurricane, 
including the fabled 'Black Marilyn', which she 
says was never an album, but a song. She is also 
working on a stage show with costumes by Oscar 
winning Eiko Ishioka, who directed the video to 
Bjork's 'Cocoon'. I ask her about freedom, about 
whether personal freedom goes hand in hand with 
artistic freedom. "Oh yeah!" she says. "I think it 
goes both ways. I can't be free with the art if I'm 
not free in my personal life as well." 

Does that make life hard? "No, I think I, you 
know, I lived that a long time ago. It's harder for me 
not be free in my personal life, that's the difficult 
part. It makes me angry. When people try to make 
me..." Do things? "Yeah!" 

As Grace finishes her squid, I tell her my mother 
had a poster of her on her wall when I was a tiny 
toddler, and I used to stare up at her in awe. She 
is delighted by this, and as she steps down the 
mezzanine, the famed diva emerges. "Her mother 
had a huge picture of me on her wall when she 
was, like, three!" she tells her entourage. "Isn't that 
great! ? " She waves her hands about, tells me 
I am cute, then skips back up a couple of steps 
to kiss me on the cheek, before sauntering off 
into the night with a take-away bacon and 
mushroom pasta. 

Surveying the cultural milieu, you can see her 
imprint on the divas of today. But you would also be 
pushed to come up with one as sharp, as ferocious, 
and as big as her. Welcome back, Ms Jones. 



Grace Jones 

Hurricane (Wall Of Sound) 

I want to be clear about something: I wish bands would 
stop reuniting. I wish they would stop giving us special 
nights presenting acknowledged masterpieces and/or 
unheralded gems in their entirety, as they were meant 
to be heard. I am a mean and sadistic person, and if 
I could, I would give musical memory an expiration 
date, so no matter how much a person loved an album, 
it would vanish from his memory after about 1 years. 
Nostalgia isn't any less noxious when it's nostalgia for 
things that were once transgressive; it's still Happy 
Days, and it still stinks. I don'twantto hear from the 
artists who were great when I was young. 

This being my admittedly reactionary position, I am 
inwardly troubled when I come before you to announce 
that the new Grace Jones album is a coldly sparkling 
beacon on a distant hill. But there is no way around it: 
Hurricane\s an album of near-blinding brilliance, a 
triumph out of the clear blue sky, an endeavour so fully 
inimical to the sort of " Remember me? " hogwash we 
expect from Eighties survivors that one feels almost duty- 
bound to call out the less dedicated by name. You, Bronski 
Beat: Grace Jones is still turning ice into fire by melding 
windy synth textures to slowly thrusting basslines. She 
does it with a vitality that suggests the idea only occurred 
to her yesterday, instead of nearly 30 years ago. Her 
vocals still call to mind Marlene Dietrich if she'd been 
cast in a musical Murnau production of Do Androids 
Dream Of Electric Sheep?, and her vision of a club 
floor's sentimental landscape is still rich with nuance. 
So can we get an actual follow-up to The Age Of 
Consentnowl You there, Ultravox:you lost the plot 
after Rage In Eden, though 'ReapTheWild Wind' was 
aces. Grace Jones has called your intersection of 
emotional distance and emotional hunger and raised 
you by making it personal: 'Williams' Blood' grafts quasi- 
motorik beats to synth-swell, and 'I'm Crying (Mother's 
Tears)' gives the miss-you-mom treatmentto a windswept 
musical tundra. You guys got an answer for that, or do you 
prefer to age harmlessly? And you, video game soundtrack 
writers, all of you: most of your style is copped from 
early Eighties TV anyway. How come when youguys do 
it, it sounds bloodless, but when Grace Jones does it, it 
feels like death lurks around every corner? Check it out: 
she can call a song 'Corporate Cannibal' and not have 
the song suck.You guys are amateurs. 

The tension in Jones' music has always been between 
sensuality (synths and guitars) and discipline (rhythm 
section). Refusal to declare allegiance to either is her 
greatest strength. Add to this tension an audible need not 
just to be heard, but to do something remarkable, and see 
how splendid it is to have an artist whose nearest 
competition is herself. The reggae numbers ('Tightrope') 
crackle with reserve; the dance numbers verge on 
revelations which they refuse to provide. The pace is 
languid, expansive, patient. One waits for release in 
a state of constant expectation. It is utterly delicious. 

Objections to career revivals should remain firmly 
in place, of course. But thanks to chance and to Grace 
Jones's artistry for an exception to prove the rule. 
John Darnielle 
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Levitate awhile with Juana 
Molina, the Argentinian pop 
sorceress conjuring voice and 
rhythm into luminous songs 
that balance beauty and 
agitation 

Words: Neil Kulkarni 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 



"A veces, en la madraguda, llovia dulcemente, y 
parecia que un enjambre caia delcuelo, que los 
muertos volvian a la vida, que todo estaba bien"- 
Marosa Di Giorgio 'Flor De Lis' 

Hey there, brokeback. You don't want the 
lowdown. You want the high-up. Can't tell you 
what the quote above means. You find out. Didn't 
get the story. Spoke to the sorceress responsible. 
Had a laugh. Put the phone down none the wiser. 
Has done nothing to demystify the disc -and discs 
cast of such rare suggestion and wonder are to 
be protected from the lazily spat papier-mache 
of critique, this attempt to sling words until a centre 
can be imagined between the misfires. 

Us numbnuts have to be at war to reconnoitre 
our nerve-endings again and in such circumstances 
Una Dia is something to pack for the frontline, like a 
lover's locket or a chocolate bible. Entirely unsettling 
of the internal geometry you expect, Una Dia, as 
experience, as ocean you let in the front door, surges 
past conclusion, inconclusion, sweeps a shingle of 
sonic delight into your shins and keeps climbing 
your thigh, rolls inland to penetrate the dark heart, 
comes blazing rays out the eyes and ears. Afoot- 
tapper, a heart-racerthroughout-a heroic 
embrace-slash-refusal of reality that stands tall as 
the treetops, escapes the blinkered cramp of the 
here-and-just-then to flit around the everywhere- 
and-now, triple-salkos down the whirlpool of life, 
thick with plumage and leaves. If meaning is that 
thing that happens before you figure anything out, 
Una Dia is the most meaningful album of the year. 
It offers blissful transportation without negotiation. 

Let's talk about beats. 

"Well, the beats were always there as far as I'm 
concerned," says Molina. "On this album I decided 
to bring them up a little, make physical what was 
previously only suggested. " 

Why? 

"Because, you know what? When you're in 
a club, and the DJ has the entire crowd in the palm 
of his hand - that's what I want. That power. It's a 
power-trip thing. People do dance at my gigs, but 
they tend to be in the minority. A lot of people 
sitting, thinking, just watching! I don't mind that 
but it would be my dream to be physically in control 
of a huge room of people, be able to change 
everything about the way they feel. I want to 
agitate people with my music, perhaps because 
my music agitates me. " 

How do the sounds come? 

"I never get a song beamed in from nowhere. 
It all emerges from playing the guitar. It's when 
I start using electronics as well that I find my control 
of things slipping, and those are the moments I love. 
When you feel that the machine is suggesting 
shapes to you. I work alone because I don't want to 
feel watched or earthbound. I want to be free to 
wander around inside the imagination. Making it 
becomes an out-of-body experience. You're part 
of it and then above it, watching it unfold, and it's 



leading you on. I like to be surprised by the music - 
it's then I know that when someone else hears it 
they'll experience the sound before they'll figure out 
how I made it. That's crucial for me. A lot of people 
who use the technologies I use - acoustic guitar, 
keyboards, loop machines - they seem almost proud 
of the way those things clash. I want them to be an 
entirely fluid whole. I want things to sound natural." 

By which you mean a coherent universe to step 
into, an emanation ratherthan a bolting down... 
"By which I mean something as chaotic yet rhythmic 
as nature. I love that unpredictability. " 

Your music doesn't do what I want it to do. 
And thus ends up being all I want to listen to. 

"Well nature doesn't behave, does it? It will give 
you something you want to hear again, and then 
just disappear. You lose heart! You think, come 
back! I'm not keen on making music that simply 
'delivers' what you expect when you expect it. " 

Molina grew up in Sixties Argentina, learning 
guitar from her tango-singing papa. After the 
military coup in '76 herfamily fled to Paris for six 
years. Returning to South America in the Eighties, 
Molina (through a mix of her own sharp writing and 
wicked characterisation -an eye for human detail 
you can still hear) became an outright prime-time TV 



the traces of a heritage but the irreverence and 
unplaceability of response to that heritage you only 
get from someone who feels a little alien, who 
remembers exile. Ask Molina some falteringly 
under-informed questions about Argentinian or 
Uruguayan music and she's wonderfully unafraid to 
puncture that idea of paying her dues. I ask about 
Candombe and nearly get my head bitten off. 

"I HATE Candombe! Too fussy, overly macho, 
sounds terrible! When I'm asked about where 
I come from I think without a doubt I have to be 
from here, I have to sing in Rioplatinese Spanish, 
but surely none of us are JUST this bag of references, 
this walking set of indoctrinated rules. I'm not into 
plenty of South American music at all. There's this 
idea a lot of people have in places like Europe and 
America, that if you come from a different culture 
you must be desperate to cling to it and worship 
it and love it in a kind of submissive fashion - not 
in the changing, reinterpretative way that those 
cultures have actually thrived on. Perhaps because 
that kind of solemn unquestioning reverence is the 
relationship they have with their own histories. " 

For you it was never thus? 

"For anyone. My musical sense is informed by 
everything I've ever loved but when I'm making my 






comedy star through the shows La Noticia Rebelde 
and Juana YSusHermanas. "It was strange, that 
success, " she muses. "The whole show was the 
kind of jokes me and my family tell to each other, 
the way we chat nonsense " . 

But then fate stepped in and twisted Molina's life 
around. "I became pregnant, a pregnancy that was 
problematic and confined mephysicallytomyroom 
and bed for two months. I found myself forced, in 
a way, to pursue music. Music was what I wanted 
to do-all my life I've listened to music and 
disappeared into it, but I'd kind of let it fall to the 
side while the television thing took over. I thank my 
daughter for forcing me into finding it again!" 

So we have rootedness and flight, the 
commitment of an obsessive perfectionist coupled 
with the real nitty-gritty of everyday love: we have 



'I work alone 
because I don't 
want to feel 
watched or 
earthbound' 



music I'm not really thinking about any of that. I'm 
attempting to create a real world you can step into. 
Because that's what I know all my heroes have done, 
in music, in literature, in film, in art -they've taken 
you places no-one else can. " 

I fear translation and prefer guesswork, which is 
why I don't know exactly what Juana Molina's lyrics 
are. I know what they do. They're not interested in 
cutting the world into shape. They're interested in 
cutting the air into shape, the space into shape. And 
through that, they gain meaning. Since 2006's Son 
(the record that first clued me -and an equally 
sublime yet quieter foray into the territory Una Dia 
explodes itself into) Molina has found a way to treat 
voices that is transformative but never inhuman, 
taking what's picked up through the steel mesh and 
turning it into colour, scattering breath and voice 
across the canvas. When do the words come? 

"At the very end. They can be very matter of 
fact. They can be entirely surreal. They can be 
something I've heard at home, or life is like that. 
I knowwhenasong is done when I start wanting 
words for it." 

And what are those words about? 

"Don't be so lazy. You find out!" 

Hallelujah. Is 'Los Hongos De La Marosa' about 
Marosa Di Giorgio? 

"Yes! How the hell did you find that out? Get La 
Flor De Lis. If I had to read one more book for the 
rest of my life it would be that one." 

And if I had to listen to one album for the rest of 
the year it would be Una Dia. Hope when you most 
need it. A vanishing trick for your heart, head and 
soul. An escape route, dammit. Go on. Wander. 
Recall wonder, love again. 
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Nine albums in, and the transformation of Athens, 
Georgia indie dramatists Of Montreal is complete. 
Plan B bags a front-row seat as master of ceremonies 
Kevin Barnes raises the curtain on a grotesque, 
glittering vaudeville show featuringereatures 

aland imaginary, neuroses come to life, bared i 
bodies and souls, and seductive, compulsive pop * 

Words: Lauren Strain X - — ~~ 

PRotography: Simon Fernandez _^^ — — — 
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and so begins, begins our odyssey 

If you want to know what Kevin Barnes looks like 
naked, then it's there for you on the internet. In 
nothing but a glittery scarlet sash slung around his 
hips, thigh high fishnets, smudged blusher and sad- 
clown eyes, there he was, dongle and all, on 1 3 
February 2007 playing the Art Bar in Las Vegas. 
If you want to know how he's doing these days - 
since he got back together with his wife, Nina, after 
a traumatic void wherein he isolated himself 
somewhere in Norway, experienced meltdown and 
wrote last year's Hissing Fauna, Are You The 
Destroyer? as well as much of new record Skeletal 
Lamping, he'll tell you. "I wouldn't care if the whole 
world could plug in my brain and know everything 
that I've said, everything I think and feel, or could 
witness all my dreams and perceptions, " the 34- 
year old comments. "I don't protect my personal 
life very much. I feel like we don't have anything 
to protect, really." So when the media fluxed its 
gullet with stories of Barnes' erratic personal life, 
"I thought it was important, it was almost like 
psychotherapy. It becomes bizarre; you develop 
weird relationships with writers, who ask you 
questions about stuff that you maybe haven't asked 
yourself yet. And you have to come up with an 
answer. It's like being on 
a psychiatric couch. But 
I have moved on, like 
you say, and I don't feel 
the way I felt when I was 
making Hissing Fauna. 
When people ask me 
about that time, I'm 
like, 'Yeah, I read that 
book, I can tell you 
what that character 
said in chapter seven'. 
It doesn't really seem 
like it was my life." 

His life, at the other 
side of the Atlantic, 
is now all about dress 
rehearsals. Onstage, 



'You can 
transcend the 
original 

inspiration for a 
song, and reform 
it into being 
something more 
communal' 



Barnes is a pale mannequin in pasty foundation with 
silvery blue puddles of cartoon make-up around his 
eyes - giant tears, fading bruises - who's shocked 
into life by cables and wires and the flexing synth 
of 'The Past Is A Grotesque Animal'. He braces his 
skinny arms against the strobes, splintering the light 
into smashed glass. Guitarist Bryan Poole is a lion 
tamer in ruffled collars and braided dreamcoats; 
keyboardist Dottie Alexander a Polly Pocket in 
Betty Boop spots with a jewellery box tutu; Jamey 
Huggins in Oriental silks and knowing smiles. 
They haven't always been like this - back when they 
started out as one of the Elephant 6 collective's 
second generation bands, releasing debut Cherry 
Peel and its clutch of simple strums in 1997, there 
were none of these mascots with tigers' heads; 
no coffins full of shaving foam, noundead druids. 
But now, they're a disturbed dolls' house electrified 
into life, a magic toyshop on Hallowe'en -and it's 
lost them as many fans as it's gained them. 

"A lot of people think that the stage 
performance takes away from the music. But I can't 
really see... how," Barnes splutters. "If you'rejust 
performing a song as a song, then you could put 
the record on and hear the same thing. But if you 
take all this time and effort to travel all over the 
world, then why not 
have another level on 
top that's equally as 
attention grabbing and 
as relevant and visual? 
Filmmaking is the 
greatest art form. 
It incorporates all the 
different arts in one. 
We kind of want to 
come closer to that in 
our performances, for 
them to be visually 
provocative as well as 
musically provocative. 
Of Montreal is more 
an art collective than 
a band. My wife Nina 



[under the moniker Gemini Tactics] contributes all 
sorts of animation and graphic design. It's a huge, 
collaborative effort; people work like crazy to make 
these props. There are a couple of handy guys in the 
band, and I'll say, T want to do this, how do we do 
it?' and they'll say, 'OK Kevin, you need to hire a 
welder, and go to this store and buy all this wood 
and bubbles'". 

"I don't think any band does what we're 
attempting to. We might completely fail, but we're 
very ambitious. I used to watch Alice Cooper and 
read about Frank Zappa shows; in the Sixties and 
Seventies, there was a great movement where 
people were trying to put on bigger and bigger 
performances. But then punk rock came in and 
shut that down; any posturing or make up or 
anything like that- if you indulged, then you were 
phoney. Your music had no value. But the punk 
rock thing, that became boring in itself. For us it 
is completely unacceptable, at this point, to wear 
jeans and a T-shirt. You have to do something 
exceptional. Because otherwise, there's no point 
in doing it at all." 

But their cheer and spruce is thrown into conflict 
by the skeleton suits that wreath themselves around 
speaker stacks, by the viperish, lithe black shape 
(probably Barnes' brother David - who, as 'The Bee 
With Wheels', produces a lot of their intricate 
artwork) that shadows Barnes and then confronts 
him; Kevin grabs the ghoul's skull and screams into 
its face like some transgender Hamlet in a thwarted 
satire while his super-ego, in the form of a masked 
burglar, writhes on the floor in agony. Their stage 
show isn't all whimsy and inf latables; it's the tragic 
transposed to the camp, the playful subjected to 
neuroses. A creature dressed in gauze limbers up 
in the corner to spray the audience in sticky alcohol; 
stalked, Barnes throws him to the floor and snogs 
the paint off the eunuch's gold mask. "Let'stear 
our fucking house apart! Let's tear our fucking 
bodies apart I" he barks, and the contradictions 
of his psyche are right there in that one swearword; 
is this a vicarious exclamation of vigour and blood 
and desire, or is it an expression of contempt for the 
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human form and for carnality and everything we 
involve? He spits it out bitterly, the 'f ' slashed with 
strychnine and the 'ck' sticking to the roof of his 
mouth. Paintbox, Bowie-esque melodies don't 
conceal these phantom others; conversely, the 
paranoid parallaxes of Barnes' troubled lyrics find 
absurd meanings in his gaudy, Gondry-esque 
characters. I'm Gael Garcia Bernal in The Science 
Of Sleep, peeking through the keyhole at a 
nightmare masquerade. 

"A lot of the spirit of this record was created 
on the Hissing Fauna tour, " Barnes recollects. 
"The performance I was putting on, and the person 
that I was. . .it was really new for me. I tried to push 
myself to get past things I was insecure about and 
liberate my mind, my body, everything." 

"For nine years, I was making records that 
nobody was listening to. I thought they were just 
as relevant, and I put the same time into them. 
But nobody gave a shit. So I developed thicker skin 
until a time where I was like, OK, it doesn't really 
matter what anyone says, because it's the process 
of creation that's important. It's also really cool 
to know that a lot of people are going to listen, 
this time. That's empowering, and fun too. I know 
they're going to try to listen at least once, so I can 
make something as freaky and crazy as I want to." 

In garters, tights, boas and bondage gear, 
when centre stage Barnes is anything from court 
jester to Greek tragedian to Ziggy Stardust to 
asexual androgyne. Musically, Skeletal Lamping 
mirrors these fragmented, surreal performances; 
where Hissing Fauna consisted of tight pop 
nuggets bathed in ProPlus and soured guitar, 
Skeletal Lamping is furious and defiant, indecisive 
and unruly (except for 'An Eluardian Instance', 
which is a brass banger). Patterns are defiled, 
melodies diseased. While the boy and girl in 'Do 
Og Meg' from last year's Icons, Abstract Thee EP 
were wholesome, apple-cheeked lovers, Skeletal 
Lamping's figurines are transgressive, deregulated 
miscreants. Lyrically, it's way more perverse than 
any of the band's previous output, and Barnes has 
attributed the mildly pornographic outbursts to 



'You have to do 

something 

exceptional. 

Because 

otherwise, 

there's no point 
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his cross-dressing stage 

persona, Georgie Fruit, 

"a black man who has 

been through multiple 

sex changes. In the 

Seventies he was in a 

band called Arousal," 

he told Pitchfork in the 

recent past, "a funk 

rock band sort of like the Ohio Players". 

"You only like him 'cause he's sexually 
appealing, " he clucks on 'Beware Our Nubile 
Miscreants', "But I've read his journal, itwasvery 
revealing/He fucked your sister in an elevator Junior 
Year I Oh yeah, oh yeah, and let your brother suck 
him but then beat him so he could prove he wasn 't 
queeeee-eer (owwh, owwh, owwh)". "I wanna 
make you ejaculate 'til it's no longer fun, " wi nces 
'Plastis Wafers' in its glycerine half-falsetto; "You're 
the only one with whom I would roleplay Oedipus 
Rex/I want you to be my pleasurepuss, I wanna 
know what it's like to be inside you"; and all of this 
above googly "Aah"s, doowop skirts and Lloyd- 
Webber kick drums, remember. I mean, people are 
gonna be singing this in indie discos for the next 
year or so; as the girls sidle up to snag the biggest 
hipster of them all, they'll suddenly hear Barnes 
propose, "We can do it softcore if you want, but 
you should know I take it both ways". Spanner in 
the fucking works, huh? I mean, doesn'tthatjust 
rankle? Isn't that just GREAT? 

Is it important to you to problematise 
gender 'norms' in an 'indie rock' scene that is 
predominantly white, male and heterosexual? 

"The stage persona is like an exaggeration 
of your real personality. It's impossible to completely 
defy yourself. Artists maybe pretend that they're 
being someone else; they're still being themselves. 
I realised that, and I've started to kill off the myth 
of this Georgie Fruit character, because I didn't want 
people to think that the music was less genuine 
because I was pretending to be something. 
You can pretend to be something you're not, 
but anything you can pretend to be you are. " 



"I don't feel like 
I was trying to shake 
up the indie bourgeois. 
But maybe I thought 
it was exciting that 
that stuff isn't explored 
very much in the genre 
we are placed in - even 
though it's a very 
friendly genre. But it's always been a strange goal 
of mine. This probably sounds insane and totally 
conceited, but I feel like it's a really, really slow 
process for people to evolve to a point where they 
are totally cool with each other. There are still 
so many people who aren't cool with the rest of 
the world. They're very uptight, there are so many 
taboos; people think of their structure as being 
so black and white, so polarised. So I feel it's 
important to really push this message of 
acceptance. I hate the word 'tolerance'." 

nothing can defeat you: no death, no 
ugly world 

"The songs on Hissing Fauna, a lot of them are 
very dark, and lyrically they centre around anxiety 
and suicidal thoughts; a lot of things I've 
experienced are very much party killers!" Barnes 
laughs. "But somehow the Hissing Fauna tour 
was one big party. I realised that you can transcend 
the original inspiration for a song, and reform it 
into being something more communal. Doing 
that, you can interact with the outside world in 
a really positive way, whereas when I was writing 
I was extremely introverted and completely shut 
off from the outside world. Going on tour, singing 
all the songs; it brought so much positivity back 
and empowered me and, I think, I created this 
strange character inside of myself. 

"The main thing I want to do with my art is be 
positive. Then there's sort this boomerang effect; 
it comes back to me and makes me feel positive 
and empowers me and makes me feel inspired." 

And what about the longevity of that? I mean, 
having had this rollercoaster ride, and come out the 
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other side; do you believe that creation and music 
will always be that powerful to you? Or do you ever 
question the significance of what you're making, in 
comparison to the outside world - are there ever 
moments of re-assessment? 

"I guess it depends on the individual's 
relationship with art," he counters. "Idon'tthink 
John McCain is listening to his Walkman, because 
he never did in the first place. But art so deeply 
circulates to everything I do. I listen in bad times, 
in good times. It's hard to think outside of myself. " 

"It's tough. Just because there's a war going on, 
or whatever, it doesn't mean you have to be a part 
of it. You don't have to have an opinion," he insists, 
emphatic. "It's kind of crazy that you feel like you 
either have an opinion or you're not playing your 
part in society. I think it would be better if fewer 
people had opinions, 
and if fewer people 
got involved in stuff 
that doesn't necessarily 
involve them. We are 
aggressive animals, and 
there's always going to 
be conflict. On many 
levels I think people 
should, of course, 
get involved when 
someone's being 
oppressed. But at the 
same time, it's hard to 
say. History is murky - 
who were the 
oppressors, who 
were the oppressed? 
This side, that side. 

Sometimes, maybe, it was good forthe oppressed 
to be oppressed, because, I dunno... maybe they 
were fucked up or something!" he stumbles, 
scoffing at himself. "No, no. But you know what 
I mean: if you try to view humanity in a completely 
objective way, as though you were, like, Charles 
Darwin, then maybe you would find a natural 
evolution. I say in one of the songs ['St Exquisite's 
Confessions'] "Some things are better left victims" - 
and I don't know if it's true or not. Maybe that's a 
very cynical view. If /was a victim, I'd want someone 
to help me. But maybe you shouldn't expect the 
whole world to help you, all of the time, y'know? " 

"I'm probably getting in trouble here, " he sighs. 
"But there are things you can think about in a 
way that you're not particularly programmed to; in 
a way that is absolutely not cool and absolutely not 
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the word 
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acceptable. So many people perceive the world in 
a way that is completely antisocial, and extremely 
negative, and then you wonder, y'know, is there 
something about that that could help humanity? 
Idon'tknow!" he squeals, mystified. "Maybe not!" 

"The point I'm trying to make is, I recently saw 
this interview with Oliver Stone, and he had some 
question about the US economy, and he said 
something like, well, maybe it wouldn't be the 
worst thing in the world if the US went into 
recession, because then we wouldn't have the 
money to be so destructive. And I began to think 
about it. You can see things like the Communist 
Regime, and see how oppressive it was -but then, 
you see that a lot of really great art came out of that. 
Sometimes, something on the surface will seem 
horribly destructive, but it can have these weird 

outcomes and positive 
repercussions that you 
can't predict; that 
includes wars, and 
economic turmoil. 
It's probablyjust the 
way the human spirit 
works: certain people 
are going to become 
more powerful, and 
more beautiful because 
of the bullshit they've 
had over the years. 
And if they never had 
that, if they'd never had 
that resistance, then it 
wouldn't have unlocked 
that part of their mind 
or established how they 
want to interact with the outside world. " 
Doyou really believe that? 
"Well - it's not 'every cloud has a silver lining'. 
That's not true. The cliche, whatever kills you makes 
you stronger -that's not true. A lot of things that 
are trying to kill you can make you much weaker; 
and that's probably closer to reality. It depends 
on the person, and whether or not they see the 
opportunity to become empowered by something 
that, at its root, was intended to destroy them. " 

"I think it's very important for everyone -even 
though it's really difficult -that when you see these 
things which, on the surface, are negative, to 
restructure your brain and think about them in 
a positive way and think, 'OK, well, this is an 
opportunity'; and to therefore see reality in a 
brighter way." 



ntreal: a retrospecti 
ing four of nine albums 

Cherry Peel (1997) 

" Tim, wish you were born a girl, 
B sol could-a bin your boyfriend, " 
whuffles Barnes on Of Montreal's 
debut for Bar/None, full of cartoon- 
cute but human odes. "I could 
make you spaghetti with tomato sauce, just a touch 
oforegano and a parsley stem ". Back then, they were 
Barnes, Derek Almstead (later of Elf Power) and current 
member Bryan Poole (The Late B.R Helium), aka the 
one with the enormous sideburns. There followed two 
EPs,'The Bird Who Ate The Rabbit's Flower' (1997) and 
'The Bird Who Continues To Eat The Rabbit's Flower' 
(1 998), and LP The Bedside Drama: A Petite Tragedy 
(1998),allonKindercore. 

The Gay Parade (1999) 

Shortly after beginning work 
, on theirthird LP, Poole leftto 
'i. v concentrate on Elf Power. 
tZJft I In came Dottie Alexander 
^^^^^^■~ and JameyHuggins, plus 
Marshmallow Coast's Andy Gonzales. Squeaky baby 
toys made appearances, and lyrics busted outta happy 
mouths with "So much wonderful LOVE for 
EVERYWAAAGGGHHHN!"('fur\ Loving Nun'). Barnes' 
brother David contributed artwork for the first time; 
there followed a number of compilations and singles 
collections (and The Early Four Track ffecord/ngs, where 
every title began with 'Dustin Hoffman': 'Dustin 
Hoffman Gets A Bath'; 'Dustin Hoffman Thinks About 
Eating The Soap'). New material emerged on 
Coquelicot Asleep In The Poppies (2001 ), full of 
imaginary characters and, Barnes said, fairies who 
" place bells inside people's hearts" . 

AldhilsArboretum (2002) 

Spacier production and dancier 
beats shaped a sound that would 
flourish on Satanic Panic In The 
Attic(2004) and TheSunlandic 
■ 7Vw'/7s(2005).Theband'ssecond 
guise began to crumble; Andy and Derek left, 
Kindercore Records folded and Barnes got married. 
He began work on Satanic. . . (now for Polyvinyl) alone, 
developing a predilection for synth. Poole rejoined to 
tour with Barnes and wife Nina as a threesome. Single 
'So Begins Our Alabee' (from The Sunlandic Twins), 
named after Barnes' daughter, broke Of Montreal to 
the masses; 'Requiem For OMM2', 'The Party's 
Crashing Us' and 'Wraith Pinned To The Mist (And 
Other Games)' became refracted, primary-colour indie 
disco hits. 





Hissing Fauna, Are You The 
Destroyer? (2007) 

During the much fabled turmoil 
that took hold of Barnes' personal 
■ life, he hibernated in Norway and 
wrote what became Of Montreal's 
dark pop opus. In stark contrast, the resulting stage 
shows teemed with costumed, mythical characters, 
face paint and semi-nudity. Barnes and his fans tried 
to reconcile self-deprecating lyrics with his extroverted 
roleplaying; in the process, he wrote much of Skeletal 
Lamping, abuzz with contradictions and refracted 
personalities.Ahmed Gallab joined early in 2008 and 
Skeletal Lamping premiered on September 1 2 in 
Seattle with a custom-made laser show. In October, 
at New York's Roseland Ballroom, Barnes came 
onstage atop a white stallion, triumphant and bizarre 
and ridiculous and thrilling. We can't even imagine 
what's next. (LS) 

NB:We haven't forgotten band members Davey Pierce 
and Jamey Huggins.They're so elusive that we don't 
know iv/ie/7 they joined. Chronologies suck. 
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Communicating 
through telepathy 




i'm good, i'm not 

Words: Emily Bick 
Photography: Jonny Wright 

Micachu And The Shapes/Lykke Li 

The Scala, London 

You could graph this night like a sinusoid 
curve, from zero all the way to chartbreaking 
amazingand back to the depths of suck again. 

The descent begins on arrival. The Scala 
is a weird venue: it has too many floors and 
balconies, hidden bars and twisted staircases. 
There's probably less room to actually watch 
anyone perform than there are dark corners 
full of people groping each other. Fine for 
clubbing, I guess, but notforgigs-on a bad 
day it's part gladiatorial arena, partfishbowl, 
and part latrine. The sound quality is full of all 
the screeches and gurgly echoes that implies, 
and you risk a full-frontal cavity search on the 
way in. 

After I get totally grumpy from pushing 
through stairs and bar crowds, things take an 
upward turn. Micachu's performance explodes 
with toe-tapping weirdness, and makes my 
night. She's one of those rare eccentrics with 



a totally realised personal sense of what she 
likes as well as the technical knowledge and 
curiosity to turn her head inside-out and make 
the contents real. 

She's a composer who makes her own 
instruments, and a producerwho mixes songs 
like she's gutting them and splicing what's 
left with superior alien DNA. Her songs 
supercollide grime beats, nonsense tropicalia, 
fuzzed-out keyboards, splashy Eighties drums 
and Hoover noise. 

Live, somehow, much of that studio 
richness remains. They must be 
communicating through telepathy- how else 
can three people make so many sounds at 
once, and keep the textures audible in that 
echo chamber? 

Her singing voice is a gravelly mumble that 
pops with sweetness and surety, daring you 
to compare her to anyone else. Exuberant 
and strong, even if only tiny, face obscured 
by curls. She has powerful, if quiet, stage 
presence and by the time she finishes her set 
with 'Golden Phone', I'm grinning. It's a song 
about suicide, apparently-there'sa phone on 
theGolden Gate Bridge for would-bejumpers 



to call for a last minute talkdown- but the 
song is a rollercoaster ride of rainbow pop 
with xylophones rattling like bones in the 
background and a buzzsaw power chord 
chorus. Live, it's pure glee. 

A shame, then, that Lykke Li has to follow, 
because the only way to go is down. I'm a fan 
of hers on record, because her songs are so 
riddled with empty spaces that listeners can 
pause and project into. 

Here, however, everything is mushed 
together into a sped-up, woozy swill that 
pulps anything interesting out of these songs. 
Lykke Li's onstage persona didn't help - lots 
of tormented hair-grabbing and reaching out 
imploringlytothecrowd, and "Clapyour 
hands!" and "Do you feel likedancing? I do!" 
exhortations that are on the level of wedding 
disco karaoke, and about as patronising 
(there's also an aborted Vampire Weekend 
cover, but never mind.) 

I'm sure Lykke Li's probably tired from 
touring non-stop since summer, but it really 
feels like she just wants to rush through to the 
close. By the end of her set, I can't wait for her 
to finish either. 



It s entirely appropriate that Black Carrot 
appearat long-standing sonic voyagers 
Now's north London club, as both bands 
share a certain elliptical approach in their 
playing, converging on a skronked-up rock 
base from angular directions. 

There's a certain intense avant feel to 
the electronics and extra percussion Euan 
Rodgers adds from stage right, but it's the 
looming figure of Stewart Brackley who 
dominates proceedings. 

Together, the band are framed by red 
silk drapes, fitting the modern art-hung 
venue like they were born to play there. 
Brackley's singing style is an acquired 



experience, vocalising glossolalia like he's 
possessed by the spirit of vintage Jello 
Biafra channelling Ubu, jerking and 
crooning while his bass guitar spasms in 
his arms. Between him, Rodgers and the 
genial figure of Oliver Betts, whose dog- 
legged recorder swells occasionally like 
some immense medieval find. 

Black Carrot are every bit as 
engagingly eccentric as they're almost 
comfortingly familiar. 
Richard Fontenoy 



Winds often start at ground level in the 
desert south west of America, blowing 



around one's ankles first, warming 
upward. Calexico play similarly - the feet 
click and stomp and then it's inevitable the 
whole body follows. 

The band are complete masters of 
their take on Mariachi roots rock, backing 
videos muted by netting so that the Dio de 
Los Muertos images were subtle, 
almost sublimal. 

Highlights were Martin Wenk's 
enigmatic (but sustained) whistling and a 
crowd sing-a-long to Love's 'Alone Again 
Or'. More disappointing, a reduced and 
softened version of 'Ballad Of Cable 
Hogue'. Most surprising, the undeniably 
EinsturzendeNeubauten-influenced 
'Black Heart'. 



Calexico have come down a long and 
dusty road, but arrived as polished as the 
shine on a 31 00 Chevrolet. 
Maryna Fontenoy 



Cargo, London 

Unprepossessing in a baggy junifjci 
straight out of H&M (two years ago), the 
first surprise about Chris Clark live is that 
there's not a laptop in sight. 

Over four Warp records he has made 
meticulous electronica ranging from 
weighty but pretty crunching on Empty The 
Bones Of You and finally right through to 
horrifying, punishing future-rave on this 
year's Turning Dragon. 
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Another 
detonation 
of force and 
pleasure 





fired up 

Words: Frances Morgan 

Photography: Simon Fernandez 

Torche/Pelican 

Underworld, London 

Words are a fucking plague and music 
journalism is a smug pissing contest dressed 
up as theory, or a swimmy slew of meaningless 
buy-this blur-text you can read without your 
glasses on cos you know it so well already. 
Blogsand ratings and bullshit mini-hierarchies 
that are amusical in spirit, dance with no 
rhythm, and hear with their eyes . 

Don't worry, I'm gonna cheer up in a 
minute. This is a review about good times, 
about boxing and sexing and riffage. I 
mention the condition above, surely familiar 
to all sensitive overthinking fucks like myself, 
merely as a prelude to telling you of its cure, 
because there is one, and it is harsh, deep and 
concise. It is the sound of controlled 
demolition and harmonised explosion, crude 
geometric weaponry thrown into a crowd that 
throws it back in a feedback loop of pure tense 
pleasure as the riffs and growls keep coming. 




Torche are not a writers' band. They are 
not on your blog. They are not on your forum. 
They don't give great interview and they are 
not redefining their art form -energetic 
melodic sludge metal, if that's not too 
oxymoronic a description - in any obvious 
sense. The Floridian quartet's succinct songs, 
guided by Steve Brooks' melodically astute 
vocals, are short, detailed and brutally 
bubblegum-pretty, sometimes; short.detailed 
and granite-ugly, othertimes. ButTorche's 
attention to detail is not the tricksy intricacy 
of math rockortechnical metal -rather, it's a 
kind of intense miniaturism, honing the tropes 
of epic rock into nuggets, bullets, arrowheads, 
all a couple of minutes long, and all deadly, 
the way a vintage psych seven-inch can be 
deadly-furious, there, and gone. 

Conceptually, it's perfect -sonically also - 
and critics don't want perfect, we want 
ambiguity, talking points and discourse. 
Whether one's reaction to them is pleasure 
or dismissal, Torche leave no room for debate. 
Torche affirm via cauterisation. 

On record, Torche seem to mess with the 
expected equations of size x speed over bass 



to disorientating effect, leaving you 
pleasantly stunned that something as 
immense as In Return is over in 20 minutes. 
Live, this telescoping effect is less apparent, 
as the band hammer out what feels like every 
track from Torche, In Return and this year's 
Meanderthal, in quick, gleeful succession. 
Given that Torche could actually perform their 
entire recorded output in about 80 minutes- 
stick that up yr Don't Look Back series -this is 
perhaps close to the truth. But remembering 
what comes where tonight is a long way down 
the list, crushed beneath the weight of the 
fanfareish chorus of 'Mentor', the seasick, 
primeval march of 'Tarpit Carnivore' like a 
swamp fulla teeth, another bass grenade, 
another grinding riff, another detonation of 
force and pleasure. Hallucinatory effects lurk 
like visual traces, but are kept on a tight leash, 
snarling into action forten-second bursts, 
while Brooks and guitarist Juan Montoya 
grin like hounds, ending the set with a jovial 
crowd-surf. My fists are clenched, but for joy, 
not fighting. Words fail; flesh wins. 

The writers can have Pelican. Pelican are a 
writers' band. 



The second surprise is just how active 
Clark is. He seems to constantly - but 
painstakingly- tweak every element out 
of his samplers and pedals, cutting up 
waves, omitting crucial drums, skewering 
all your attempts to find a groove. 

It's mutant glitch, knackered gabba, 
with a side order of wrong. 'Truncation 
Horn' with strangled diva samples and 
pervy slap bass is defiantly enjoyable. 

The third surprise? It's that people are 
dancing - or trying to, at least. The beat 
is relentless, but Clark nods completely 
out of time with the rest of us. It's almost 
as if he's the only one who can see 
the map. 
Thorn Gibbs 



The morph into Sufjan Stevens-as-bad-guy 
that overtook NickThorbum between 
Islands albums one and two doesn't seem 
to have abated one bit. The guy's eyes are 
like ice- I'm pretty sure the room 
temperature leaps by a degree when he 
dons a pair of opaque glasses for 'Where 
There's AWillThere'sAWhalebone' -not 
sullen, just, y'know. . . dark. Some seem to 
believe Return To The Sea embodied much 
of what's good about whimsy while self 
absorbed -successor A rm's H/aychannelled 
its downside. Meanwhile, above, 
Thorburn's grim countenance speaks of 
neither, a driven man, not a tinkerer. 



In any case, live juxtaposition proves 
the two sets are more like different sides of 
the same coin, the gig ushered in on the 
wings of 'Swans' - the first record's oddly 
moving epic about death - and concluding 
with 'Vertigo' - which takes identical 
honours on their second disc. 

Chaos has infected Islands, but there's 
unity here too. 
Andrzej Lukowski 

Essie Ja 

Green Not 

Miss Jain begins with a deepish note- 
she's nothing like Nico, but this first note is; 
her hair bright blonde and her arms 
cradling her guitar. On English (home) soil 



her New York entourage is absent, so 
no horns or trumpets tonight, just the 
exuberant facial expressions of her 
Uncle Nick, on piano or accordion at 
herside. 

Green Note is the perfect setting for 
such a set, like an old jazz manouche bar, 
with candles glowing on wooden tables. 

Behind the stage a red curtain is 
drawn, a warm barrier between us and 
the world outside, which she sings, round- 



mouthed and moral, is falling down. 

Sometimes punctual chords are wonky 
and majestic, but she's never less than 
womanly and determined - we won't fall 
down, won't get caught in their madness. 
Hannah Gregory 
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pile of limbs 

Words: Ben Webster and Luke Yonder 

The Rebel photo: Owen Richards 

Das Wanderlust/The Rebel 

The Macbeth, London 

It's hard to pinpoint the exact reason why 
tonight's crowd seem unreceptive to the punk 
howlings of Das Wanderlust; everything 
Hoxton's night creatures and barflies could 
possibly want to sink their teeth into is present 
and correct. Lyrics about nihilistic revenge are 
neurotically screeched towards the high-end 
of lead singer Laura Simmons' range, guitarist 
Andy Elliott's brutalist wall of sound guitar 
stabs prowl and then maraud hard and fast, 
and drummer Wes looks like he's painting 
a picture onto his drums ratherthan playing 
them. Overall, as a unit, they're completely 
at ease within themselves and their 
instruments, and despite the tough crowd, 
the band triumph with grace and dignity — 
by injecting their songs with as much all- 
consuming passion as you would expect if 
they were playing to a sold-out crowd of 
obsessed devotees. 



,* 

This doesn't stop at just their songs; they 
shower between song banter with endearing 
insults; aimed at each other and the (silent) 
non-believers within the crowd -they're the 
kind of gang you wish you were part of. 
Maybe it's the imminent autumn equinox, 
and that receding glimpse of afternoon sun 
being lost once again, which is leaving this 
crowd unwilling to unleash the rightful kind 
of reaction, or maybe the general sense of 
confrontation that permeates their set 
tonight is too much to compliment the 
crowd's inebriated stupor. What is clear is 
that tonight is Das Wanderlust's, regardless 
of adversity. (BW) 

The Rebel is not here to be loved. The Rebel 
is not here, truthfully, even to be liked, which 
is a brave move, but possibly a self-defeating 
one when you're perched incongruously on a 
stage by a busy bar, cowboy hat pulled down, 
croaking a bitter cocktail of wickedness and 
bile intoa microphone likeyourchild bride 
just left on yourfavourite riding mower and 
your dog done gone followed. "Think I was bit 
by a spider when I was young/'Cause now I'm 
crawling up the walls..." he wheezes, like 



a depressive Spiderman trapped under 
a man-sized glass by a colossal housewife, 
legs twitching, slowly suffocating. Strung 
out, stripped-down country pastiches are 
interrupted by blasts of noise and brut 
electronics coaxed from a mystery box. Songs 
of loathing segue into songs of self-loathing - 
then back into loathing again. He dares you 
to hate him, spouts foul and unrepeatable 
opinions, sinks deeper into his seat, rises with 
a half-smirk and a view to spoil your night. 

Art that sets out to provoke often tri ps over 
its own shoelaces, 'cause in these jaded times 
everyone's afraid to rise to the bait and no- 
one wants to be the sucker that hauls up the 
bigot only to find he'sjustaclown in disguise. 
Maybe The Rebel shouldn't be allowed to 
exist. Maybe his sort should be rooted out and 
strung up and have all the bad thoughts 
beaten out of them. But until that day, he'll 
just keep turning up and playing, fading out 
the background clamour, barking forthe lynch 
mobs that'll never, ever come. Perhaps in time 
you'll learn to respect him. And if not, it really 
doesn't matter. The Rebel is not here to be 
loved. (LY) 



Are we entering Lonelady s world or is she 
entering ours? Shorn of her girlie locks, her 
presence is purposeful, aggressive yet 
vulnerable under the low lights. Flanked by 
a drummer and a keyboardist/second 
guitarist, each is entirely consumed by the 
sounds they create. Lonelady provides the 



might of the sound, pulling out stabbing 
chords and melody from herTelecaster; her 
face contorted by the variety of emotions 
that each lyric causes her to revisit. 

There's no doubt it's hervoice, soaring 
and pure, that holds the main attraction as 
sparse songs such as 'Marble' and 
'Intuition' support with subtle layering and 



dynamics. This is a set designed to 
transport you away from the very floor 
you're sticking to and following the bare 
and beautiful 'Fear No More', where a 
vocal melody is deftly echoed by a guitar 
line, dreams of fields in 'Montana Or Idaho' 
seem almost tangible. 
Lianne Steinberg 



Bush Hall, Lo 

From the tranquil opening chords of 'On 
The Death OfThe Waters' that herald 
Shearwater's arrival, through to the 
acoustic, rear-of-the-room (baby grand 
incorporating) rendition of 'The Hunter's 
Star' that sees them depart, tonight seeps 



with the kind of magical intent and stately 
grace their latest offering Rook holds in 
abundance. Instrument swapping 
abounds, proficiency is staggering and 
Jonathan Meiburg's voice glorious: 
carrying way across the venue, beautiful 
and note-perfect throughout. 

The spell Shearwater weave on 
record is to beguile and captivate their 
listener through a patchwork of minor 
chords, unhurried delivery and 
overwhelming serenity. 

They're never particularly warm, 
as such; like a frost snap they hold you 
tight.This translates effortlessly to the 
stage, where a superb cover of local 
outfit TalkTalk's 'The Rainbow' is among 



many highlights from a band increasingly 
carving out a niche very much their own. 
James Skinner 

Thalia Zedek 

The Cooler, Bristo 

PJ Harvey last played Bristol about a year 
ago, in a venue with a capacity around the 
2000 mark, which she sold out on a thirty- 
quid ticket. Tonight can't possibly have 
generated even £200 worth of interest. 
I note this because once there was a time 
when it wasn't all so determined: loath as 
one is to enter the arena of Comparing 
Women To Other Women, it's not crazy to 
imagine a world where the caustic, feral 
stomping of Polly's first few indie singles 
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I know how you 
hate reunions 



A 



something like a phenomenon 

Words: Louis Pattison 

Photography: Jamie Gladden 

Liquid Liquid 

Barbican, London 

Liquid Liquid belong in a museum. 

Not a comment on their age. Too easy. 
Liquid Liquid sound like they belong in a 
museum, after dark, surrounded by skeletons 
and carapaces of long-extinct species, amidst 
glass cabinets filled with the dusty drums and 
wood-block beaters of civilisations long-since 
checked out. You already know of their legacy, 
theirfamily tree with its heavy trunkof 
importance and its sturdy boughs of influence: 
from the early hip-hop of Grandmaster Flash 
and Melle Mel's 'White Lines (Don't Do It)', 
which sprung to life on the two-note bass 
squirm of 'Cavern', through Tortoise, Trans 
Am and Mo Wax to the early 2 1st Century 
dance-punk of Tussle and The Rapture, LCD 
and DFA. But here, alive, in the flesh -a little 
older, but still lithe of limb, still winding and 
agile -these New Yorkers somehow defy all 
of that cultural baggage, squirm outtheyoke 



and flee somewhere deeper and darker. 
We know they're out there: we've seen the 
footprints. But for all the attempts to capture 
Liquid Liquid as a casual musical reference, the 
spirit of this music roams somewhere distant, 
uncivilised; land still unmapped. 

I know how you hate reunions, and the 
comfortable nostalgia of the Don't Look Back 
circuit, with its songs preserved like fruit flies 
that long ago landed in fresh amber and never 
flew free. But some things don't make sense 
even when they're caught in the spotlight. 
Just a squirt of ink or the snap of a muscle and 
they're gone, confounding your senses. Liquid 
Liquid move forth at a knock-kneed limbo. 
The rhythm section - drummer Scott Hartley 
and bassist Richard McGuire-arethe ground 
underfoot, but precarious and shifting. Dennis 
Young, meanwhile, stands almost 
professorially behind a table of equipment, 
a mini-mountain of shakers, wood blocks and 
cymbals, sticks a blur as he nails the eerie, 
moonlight marimba of 'Scraper'. And as 'New 
Walk' and 'Bellhead' advance in their strange 
lope, Salvatore Principato winds and coils his 
body up front, his words coming as if fed 



through a menagerie of cat-calls, needles 
and whoops, distorted further by a web of 
handheld electronics; sometimes he leaves the 
microphone and reaches for a percussion 
instrument, or beats out rolling motifs 
on a conga. 

Liquid Liquid belong in a museum, because 
it's fascinating, more than anything, to see 
how they did things back then -and now. 
It's a thrill to see how these spooked grooves, 
pitched somewhere between the concrete 
jungle of a dilapidated Manhattan and an 
imagined wilderness, come together with 
such simple tools. They make what they do 
sound so easy, and they make spectacular 
things out of so little. Then, finally, there's 
that cowbell clack, and 'Optimo'-a great, 
primitive shake of drums, lolloping like a 
funky sea-cow -drags the final stragglers out 
of the seats and into the aisles. Liquid Liquid 
belong in a museum, because they deserve to 
be seen, and to be remembered. But after 
night, they slip from the case, ring eerie 
melodies from exposed dinosaur ribcages and 
turn velvet ropes into streamers. An immortal 
groove, the beat of the ages. 



dodged public interest, and Come-the 
Boston, MA band Zedek fronted through 
the Nineties (and who play a one-off gig in 
Spain this month I) -turned their guitar- 
stacked rumbles of anti-grunge anger and 
despair into big bank. And yet reality 
leaves us hoping that Zedek and her 
backing band are going to be good enough 
to stave off the cloying embarrassment. 
They are: songs booted out of their on-disc 
sombreness by the main lady's brilliantly 
consuming guitar parts, a textbook 
demonstration of how to turn volume into 
a technique. Like her underappreciated 
new Liars And Prayers LP, it's powerful, 
and, on completion, bittersweet. 
Noel Gardner 



End Of The Road 

LarmerTree Gardens, Dorset 

Dorset's LarmerTree Gardens are a vast sanctuary. And a small 
area of the winding, twisting greenery hosts End Of The Road, 
a soul-rinsing homage to folk, alt-country and understatement. 
Glistening leaves, gentle sunlight and morning dew epitomise 
the festival's clean-aired tranquility. 

Bon Iver understand this. Triumphing on the foliage-hidden 
main stage he's happier than his songs suggest. Low, 
meanwhile, alienate the masses. After their downbeat, 
emotional destruction, Alan Sparhawk launches his guitar at the 
crowd in an act of extreme violence. It's. .. a talking point. 
Just like the Dirty Three, led by Warren Ellis' showmanship, 
'ding on music that's potent to the last. Jason Molina lacks 
's stage presence, but his sprawling odes to heartbreak 



ntion. And Sons Of Noel And 



traditional stomp delight unsuspecting visitors to the 
secret stage. 

Ifthat sounds heavy, The Chap, Steven Adams, Billy Childi 
Bob Logg III andTheWave Pictures all provide lighter momen 
But Screaming Tea Party's psychotic, nursery rhyme 
riffing are an out of place and well-timed face slap on 
Saturday morning. 

Zombie-Zombie are the weekend's electro hit, w' 
Neman Herman Dune's tribal beats and yelps dominati. 
his side-project. And Calexico delivered the backing tracK „ 
roaming the Gardens' hidden dance floors, woody walkways 
dark, smoky corners. It's as if they don't exist on stage, just hi 
in the air, amid the ribbons dangling from trees, the feeding 
peacocks and the well-stocked reading corner.AThomas H; 
scene set to Americana. 
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UK TOUR NOVEMBER 2008 



14: BRIGHTON, ENGINE ROOM* 

15: EXETER, CAVERN CLUB* 

16: LEEDS, BRUDENELL SOCIAL CLUB* 

17: GLASGOW, STEREO* 

18: BELFAST, BLACK BOX 



W TROPICS 



19: DUBLIN, ANDREWS LANE 

20: MANCHESTER, STAR AND GARTER* 

21: NOTTINGHAM, ROCK CITY* 

22: LONDON, ISLINGTON ACADEMY* 



a step across the border 
between sound & vision 

One of Europe's leading festivals of sound and 
image hosted in Dundee since 2003 takes to the 
road for the first time. Come and be inspired, 
enriched and confounded by performances, 
events and film screenings. 



STRANGEWAYS 



Performances 

Ken Jacobs & Eric La Casa 
/ Kjell Bjorgeengen, 
Keith Rowe & Philipp 
Wachsmann / Andrew 
Lampert / La Cellule 
d'lntervention Metamkine 
/ Bruce McClure / Greg 
Pope / Paul Sharits 

Film Programme 

Hollis Frampton / Peter 
Kubelka / Walter Ruttman / 
Jeanne Liotta / Ben Rivers 



29-30 Nov LONDON 

BFI Southbank, 
BFIIMAX&ICA 

www.bfi.org.uk 
www.ica.org.uk 

2 - 4 Dec BRISTOL 

Spike Island & Arnolfini 

www.spikeisland.org.uk 
www.arnolfini.org.uk 

6- 7 Dec GLASGOW 

www.cca-glasgow.com 

Tickets: £5-£17 

www.arika.org.uk 
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MEDIA PARTNER 

WIRE ^SA DCA 

www.thewire.co.uk ^^^^•P Dundee Conterr 



established 14th March 2001 

Strangeways LEEDS, Wire, 2-8 Call Lane, lu.30-3am 

Friday 21 st Nov, 19th Dec & every third Friday, £3- £5 

Strangeways SHEFFIELD, Bungalows & Bears, 8-1 am 
Saturday 1 5th Nov, 20th Dec & every 3rd Saturday, FREE 

We leva these bands: DEVO, Holy Fuck, Wire, MIA, Cut Copy 
The Spnics, The Cramps, The Black Lips, Le Tigre, Prince, 
The Fall, MGMT, Vampire Weekend , Chromeo, King Khan++ 



Leftfield Indie Electro Party Pop New Wave 60s 



TEDDY 
THOMPSON 




MON 19TH NOTTINGHAM RESCUE ROOMS 

08713100 000 

TUE 20TH CARDIFF GLEE CLUB 

0870 2415093 

WED 21 ST EXETER PHOENIX 

01392 667 080 

THU 22ND BRIGHTON CONCORDE 

01273 673 311 

SAT 24TH NORWICH ARTS CENTRE 

01603 660352 

SUN 25TH YORK DUCHESS 

08700 600100 

MON 26TH STOCKTON ARC 

01642 525199 

THU 29TH ABERDEEN LEMON TREE 

01224 641122 

FRI 30TH EDINBURGH QUEENS HALL 

0844 847 2269 



SUN 1ST MANCHESTER ACADEMY 3 

01618321111 

MON 2ND SHEFFIELD MEMORIAL HALL 

0114 278 9789 

WED 4TH BRISTOL THELKA 

08713100 000 

THU 5TH CAMBRIDGE JUNCTION 

01223511511 

SAT7TH BIRMINGHAM TOWN HALL 

0121780 3333 

SUN 8TH DURHAM GALA 

0191332 4041 



THU 12TH 

SHEPHERDS BUSH EMPIRE 

LONDON 08700 603 777 



MIHI - Mill 

A Mean Fiddler presentation by arrangement v> 




nouvellesvagues.com 






FROM MONUMENT 
TO MASSES 



FRINOV7TH 
THE BARFLY 

GLASGOW 08700 600 100 



SATNOV8TH 
THE BARFLY 

CARDIFF 08700 600 100 



MONNOV10TH TUE NOV 11 TH 

NIGHT & DAY CAFE THE COOLER MUSIC VENUE 

MANCHESTER 0871 3 1 00 000 BRISTOL 0871 3 1 00 000 

SUNNOV9TH 
THE BARFLY CAMDEN 

LONDON 08700 600 100 




MON 24th N 

01 273 325440 1 ticketweb.cc 

TUE 25th NOV 



WED 26th NOV 



08444 999990 / gigsinscotlai 

THU 27th NOV 



08444 999990 / gigsinscol 

MON 1st DEC 



0161 832 1111 /gigsandtoun 

TUE 2nd DEC 



0161 8321111 /gigsandtours 

WED 3rd DE 



THU 4th DEC 



0844 847 2405 / ticketmaster.co.uk 



FRI 5th DEC 



SUN 7Vt 



24 hour credit card hotline: 

0844 847 2405 

Book online at: 

ticketmaster.co.uk 

PS^SH ° 871 22 ° 0260 artistticket.com 

A Mean Fiddler presentation by arrangement with Primary Talent In" 




•ft! DENGUE FEVER 

THURSDAY 20th NOVEMBER 

ICA : The Mall, London 

• f ica.org.uk 02079303647 

Contemporary ticketweb.CO.uk 

Art ^ 08700 600 100 



A Mean Fiddler presentation by arrangement with Primary Talent International 




UNCO 1 presents 

pl usTHREATMANTICS 



Wednesday 26th November 



Borderline :Seetickets.coim 08700 603 777 




• A MEAN FIDDLER PRESENTATION ■ 



barbican 



do something different 



Thul3-Sat 15 Nov 745pm G 

Drifting and Tilting 

The Songs of 
Scott Walker 

Featuring Damon Albarn, 
Dot Allison, Jarvis Cocker, , — 

Gavin Friday, Michael Henry, 
Nigel Richards & more 

Wed 26 Nov 8pm 

Guillemots 

Fishbones for a Drink Tour vj 

In association with Future Shorts f 

Thu 11 Dec 730pm 

Twisted Christmas 

Featuring Sandy Dillon, 

Daniel Knox, Bonfire Madigan, 

Mary Margaret O'Hara, V 

The Inn-Ringers, The Smoke Fairies, 
Kathryn Williams & Neill MacColl, 
Foy Vance, Patrick Wolf, 
The New London Children's Choir 
& more special guests tba 

Book now www.barbican.org.uk/ 
contemporary 
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SUPPORTED BY AND RAISING MONEY 



for Shelter 



KID606 :: THAT FUCKING 
TANK :: THE OSCILLATION 
:: WITCHES:: YOU ANIMALS 
:: HEY COLOSSUS :: THE 
WORKHOUSE:: SUNNYVALE 
NOISE SUB-ELEMENT 



GRACE JONES 

THE HURRICANE TOUR 



Monday 19 January 

BIRMINGHAM 
SYMPHONY HALL 

01217 B03 333 

Wednesday 21 January 

GATESHEAD SAGE 

0191 443 « 

Thursday 22 January 

GLASGOW CLYDE 
AUDITORIUM 

0870 040 4000 

Saturday 24 January 

MANCHESTER APOLLO 

0B44 477 7677 

Sunday 25 January 

BRISTOL COLSTON HALL 

0117 922 3686 

Tuesday 27 January 
Wednesday 28 January 

LONDON ROUNDHOUSE 




NOVEMBER 

8 GLASGOWTWISTEDV.., 

9 MANCHESTER DEAF INST.. 

10 LONDON ICA 0207 j 

New single 'We Almost Had A Baby' out on 10th November 

A LIVE NATION AND DF CONCERTS PRESENTATION IN ASSOCIATION WITH ASGA 



0207 930 3647 / www.livenation.co.uk 



live preview 



now booking: ufomammut/lento/malleus rock 
art lab 

Words: Frances Morgan 

Ufomammut are an Italian stoner metal outfit who, as their name suggests, pack 
a sonic punch that's suggestive of both an intergalactic vehicle and a bloody great 
furry elephant.Theircolossal riffs and sci-fi synths come packaged in beautiful artwork 
that is basically totally OUTTA SIGHT, all swirling lightshow spirals and witchy Art 
Nouveau priestess babes - and that's because two of the band make up the majority 
of the Malleus Rock Art Lab (above), the collective responsible for some of the most 
striking psychedelic poster art around as well as Ufo's Supernatural Cat label. 

They've also released and done artwork for Rome-based post-metal newcomers 
Lento, and they all tour the UK together next month, as Malleus promote a new 
book of their artwork - so expect to splash out at the merch stand as well as zone 
out down the front. The London show is in collaboration with Plan B, and features 
support from Hey Colossus. 

Where are you right now and how is the tour going? 

"Our tour's going amazing I We've started in Portland at Disjecta gallery. We met 
Justin Hampton and we've had a show together in Seattle. Now we're in San Francisco, 
City Of Rock Posters! We're a guest of Chuck Sperry from Firehouse. We've already 
printed a poster together for our first show at the ArtRock gallery here in San Francisco. 
We'll print another poster for Kings Of Leon this week and we're working on a third 
print. We've been guests atTRPS, the poster art festival in SF, with artists such as 
Emek, Firehouse, Gigart, Lindsey Kuhn, Alan Forbes, Stanley Mouse, Wes Wilson and 
many others." 

Can you explain a bit about the connection between Malleus Rock Art 
Lab and the Supernatural Cat label? Did the label come out of the Art Lab 
or vice versa? How does it work as a collective? 

"Supernatural Cat is the label of Malleus. We began with the idea of moving poster 
art to the record industry, working on limited edition covers for our records, 
handprinted silkscreens and numbered editions. Malleus is a three-headed entity; we 
all do everything together." 

Which artists inspired you to create your own art? 

" Every art field gives us different influences. Old underground movies full 
of blood, painters, musicians, poster artists, writers and people we don't even 
know - everything is important for creating what we do. We've European roots, 
obviously, and we've grown up with influences like Art Nouveau, Futurism and liberty. 
In our posters, the main figure is the idea of beauty represented by woman. She moves 
in different landscapes; she's an evil woman, often in dark situations. Sometimes 
hidden things happen. It's a sort of 'Dark Liberty'." 

What can we expect to see at the UK shows, as well as the bands? Will 
there be posters and books for sale? Will there also be any video art/visuals? 

"We'll have posters, music and visuals and the presentation of our brand new 
book, The Art Of God." 

Lento released their debut album last year on your label - how is the 
Italian stoner/post-metal scene right now? 

"We're not very into a particular scene or genre, but the new Morkobot album will 
be out in November and it'll be a rad one. We're working at a project involving 
different artists too, it's called FarwestZombee." 

Which analogue synthesisers do you currently use? 

"A Moog Taurus 2 and a Korg MS-20 in the studio." 

As people increasingly download music, do you think it's even more 
important to have a good design aesthetic and present your work the 
way you do - with limited editions, beautiful packaging, etc? 

"Our idea is to give a shape again to the intangible, to give the value of the artifact 
to the musical item - a precious shell containing the music." 
(Malleus Rock Art Lab) 

Manchester Star And Garter (November 25, with Rise To Thunder), 
Swansea Monkey Cafe (26, with Suns Of Thunder), London The Fly 
(27, with Hey Colossus) 



Bristol's foremost promoters 
present crazy-paving 
collaborations between Vialka's 
leading lady and her man with 
two Bristol-based experimental 
artists: circuit-boarder Tom 
Bugs meets the latter, and 
jumble sale avant-gardist 
Team Brick the former. 
Bristol The Junction (November 1 0) 



abe vigoda 

As Vigoda fever slowly but surely catches 
on, you may as well give up now and 
surrender to these friendly germs sooner 
rather than later. 

London Old Blue Last (December 1), 
London Tuf nell Park Dome (2), 
ManchesterThe Deaf Institute (3), 
Liverpool Korova (4), Nottingham 
Bodega Social Club (5) 

acid mothers temple 

The Japanese psych troupe return to 
squander your brains and turn 'em to squid. 
Coventry Taylor John's House 
(November 4), Penryn Miss Peapod's 
(5), Exeter Cavern Club (6), Cardiff The 
Point (7), London 93 Feat East (8), 
Leeds Brudenell Social Club (9), 
ManchesterThe Deaf Institute (10) 

all tomorrow's parties: the 
nightmare before Christmas 
2008 

ATP's winter warmer returns with suitably 
macabre hosts in the form of Melvins and 
Mike Patton. Other entertainments include 
glacial grinders Isis, insectoid thrashers The 
Locust and inimitable stand-up Neil 
Hamburger. 

Minehead Butlins Holiday Camp 
(December 5-7) 

anathallo 

Homely glows from Chicago folk trio. 
London Borderline (November 1 7), 
HullAdelphi (18), London Windmill (19) 

audioscope 2008 

Synapse-splattering all-dayer courtesy of 
local promoters who've manned the 
Audioscope festivalsince 2001 and hosted 
several fundraising events for Shelter. This 
time.ThatFuckingTank, Boxcutter, Witches, 
Hey Colossus and Sunnyvale Noise Sub- 
Element come along for the ride. Take. Ear. 
Plugs. 
Oxford Jericho Tavern (November 15) 

baby dee 

Antony Hegarty's ex-harpist Baby Dee will 
enchant to equal (if not further) lengths 
while showcasing tracks from her 2008 
release, Safe Inside The Day. 
Aberdeen Tunnels (November 25), 
Glasgow Arches (26), Birmingham 
Glee Club (27), Coventry Taylor 
John's House (29), Brighton Freebutt 
(30), London Union Chapel 
(December 2) 

bangf ace weekender 2009 

We don't know who's playing yet but you'll 
all be off your tits, natch. Five-, six- and 
seven-berth chalets gone. Hurry the fuck up. 
Camber Sands Holiday Park (April 
24-26) 



these arms are snakes/ 
russian circles 

Proggy hardcore! Hoggycore 
prod! Proddy hug-core! 
Embrace the many-limbed lords 
of all three of those genres at 
the following venues. 
Brighton Engine Rooms (November 
1 4), Exeter Cavern Club (1 5), Leeds 
Brudenell Social Club (1 6), Glasgow 
Stereo (1 7), Belfast Black Box (1 8), 
Dublin Whelan's (1 9), Manchester 
Star And Garter (20), Nottingham 
Rock City (21), London Islington 
Carling Academy (22) 



bishopsgate emerging artists 
programme 

Herald a nascent generation of composers 
and musicians with the second of two unique 
events; Manu Delago and his band showcase 
Swiss percussion instruments, while the Jo 
Wills ensemble perform their piece for the 
Gamelan, Rasa. 

London Bishopsgate Institute 
(November 6) 

the black seeds 

Funky dubbers let loose and party to their 
2008 release, Solid Ground. 
Bristol Thekla (November 3), London 
Astoria (4), Southampton The Soul 
Cellar (5) 

bloc 2009 

Things are happening for this underground 
festival; they're moving to Butlins, 
home of hedonistic entertainment, and 
they're boasting the first performance in 
over 1 years by The Future Sound Of 
London (Brian Dougans and Gaz Cobain). 
Oh, wait a minute: The Future Sound Of 
London will be playing in their studio, 
where they'll be streamed in real time 
straightto a massive screen onstage.The 
audience will be filmed and streamed right 
back at them, so that they can " adapt to 
the crowd's reaction for a true live 
performance". Beats me. 
Minehead Butlins Holiday Camp 
(March 13-15) 

billy bragg 

The gravelly voiced laconic is back to raise 
awareness (of his latest record, Mr Love 
AndJustice). 

Nottingham Rock City (November 1 9), 
Leeds Academy (20), Exeter Great Hall 
(24), Hastings White Rock (29), 
Southampton Guildhall (30), London 
Shepherd's Bush Empire (December 8) 

built to spill 

Doug Martsch's beard rock outfit comes to 
plaid us up. In London, they perform Perfect 
From Now On in full. 
London Koko (November 4), Bristol 
Thekla (5), Oxford Zodiac (6), Leeds 
Brudenell Social Club (7), Glasgow 
King Tut's (8), Belfast Limelight (9), 
DublinAcademy(IO) 

nick cave and the bad seeds 

You know the score. 
Brighton Centre (November 23), 
Manchester Apollo (25), 
Edinburgh Corn Exchange (26), 
Sheffield Academy (27), London Troxy 
(29, 30) 
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cass mccombs 

Having rubbed shoulders with Modest 
Mouse and the tight-knit scenes of Baltimore 
and NYC across the pond, this singer 
songwriter brings his dark pop to the UK for 
local promoters Comfortable On ATightrope. 
Manchester The Deaf Institute 
(November 17) 

clinic 

Scouser surgeons ready themselves to rip 
you apart; just don't expect them to follow 
the rules. 

Bristol Thekla (November 1 3), Cardiff 
Clwb Ifor Bach (14), Manchester The 
Deaf Institute (1 8), Glasgow Arches 
(1 9), Birmingham Factory Club (20), 
Leeds Brudenell Social Club (22), 
London Scala (23) 

leonard cohen 

The grandfather of the American paean takes 
to some wholly inappropriate enormodomes. 
Glasgow Clyde Auditorium (November 
5, 6), Cardiff International Arena (8), 
Bournemouth International Centre 
(11), London 02 Arena (13), 
Birmingham NEC (22) 

das wanderlust 

Cleveland's mangled poppers (fresh from 
their recent PlanBglg) are "like a nettle in yr 
heart"; or so said kicking_k in Plan 8#38. 
Newport University Student Union 
(November 4), Bristol The Cooler (6), 
Manchester Zion Arts Centre (7), 
London Metro (1 3), Cardiff Swn 
Festival (15) 

the dead science 

Trio bring their freakishly falsetto-flavoured 
third album Villainairelo life (and 
support Why?) 

Oxford Regal (November 3), London 
Scala (4), Birmingham The Hare And 
Hounds (5) 

the doctor's orders: cancer 
research fund raiser 

When hip-hop promoters The Doctor's 
Orders found that one of their guests, 
DJ Vadim, had recently been diagnosed 
with a rare form of eye cancer, they decided 
to host an awareness benefit in his name 
while continuing their tradition of one-off, 
you-had-to-be-there parties. This time, 
witness: Infinite Livez, Killa Kela.Yarah Bravo, 
the Livin' Proof Crew and a whole host of 
other hip hop artists. All proceeds go straight 
to Cancer Research UK. 
London Herbal (November 7) 

don caballero 

Much-cited bastions of complex, arty angst 
rebound. 

London 93 Feet East (November 7), 
Brighton Engine Rooms (8), Bristol 
Croft (9), Oxford The Regal (1 0), Leeds 
Brudenell Social Club (1 1 ), Glasgow 
Stereo (1 2), Belfast Black Box (1 3), 
Dublin Whelan's (14) 

emmy the great 

Londoner previews her upcoming debut 
album. Expect bittersweet lyrics and songs 
about nearly-wanted pregnancies, this time 
with a full band behind her. 
Glasgow Twisted Wheel (November 8), 
Manchester The Deaf Institute (9), 
London ICA (10) 



evangelicals 

Big panicked sounds and cinematic 
screeches from this Norman, Oklahoma 
group. Yes, their town is called Norman. 
Brighton The Prince Albert 
(December 1) 

the faint 

Yay for nostalgia ! Yay for early Noughties 
electroclash ! The new wave Nebraskans 
prove they've still got it with latest 
record Fasciinatiion. 

Glasgow Oran Mor (November 1 8), 
Manchester Academy 3 (19), London 
Scala (20), Brighton Digital (21) 

fantomas 

Death metal supergroup perform their 
spooky, avant-garde madness. 
London Astoria (December 8) 

fight like apes 

Irish grapplers go on mammoth tour with the 
ability to wrestle you to the floor at every 
single one of the following venues. 
Waterford Electric Avenue (November 
8), Leicester Charlotte (11), 
Nottingham Bodega (1 2), Bristol 
Louisiana (1 6), Leeds Cockpit (1 7), 
Brighton Audio (1 9), Camden Barfly 
(20), Birmingham Barfly (2 1 ), Liverpool 
Barfly (22), Glasgow Barfly (24), 
Aberdeen Moshulu (25), Manchester 
Roadhouse (27), Cardiff Barfly (28), 
York Fibbers (29), Belfast The 
Stiff Kitten (December 2), Dublin 
Academy (5) 

fleet foxes 

Yawnsome darlings of. . .everyone, it seems. 
We mean 'yawnsome' in a good way, natch. 
Support comes from the wolfish J Tillman in 
London. 

Nottingham Trent University 
(November 1 2), London Shepherd's 
Bush Empire (5), Dublin Vicar Street (7), 
Glasgow ABC (8), Manchester 
Academy (9), London Shepherd's Bush 
Empire (10), Cambridge Junction (11) 

foals 

Etch-a-sketch melodies and apocalyptic 
beats from Oxford's sensations. 
Dublin Ambassador (November 27), 
Belfast Mandela (28), Oxford Carling 
Academy (December 1 2) 

John f oxx 

Foxx-of Ultravox -continues his prolific 
solo career with a couple of exclusive dates. 
Read his book, The Quiet Man, to further 
educate yerself. 
LeedsTown Hall (November 7) 

bill f risell 

Frisell presents a 'MusicAnd Film' event in 
tandem with the London Jazz Festival and as 
part oftheBarbican'sAutumn Contemporary 
Events series. 
London Barbican (November 15) 

fucked up 

Celebrated hardcore from a human ball of 
blood and sweat. 

London 93 Feet East (November 7), 
Brighton Freebutt (8), Birmingham 
Barfly (9), Oxford Zodiac (1 0), Exeter 
The Cavern (11), Cardiff Clwb Ifor Bach 
(1 2), Stoke Sugarmill (1 3), Nottingham 
Bodega (14), Coventry Kasbah (1 5), 



hokaben 

Plan B is proud to sponsor this avant frenzy in the East End. Hokaben 
prides itself on having "not a foppish indie band or yawnsome 
postrock band in sight". Hence, also: Don Caballero, Fucked Up, 
Aufgehoben, Vialka, Hey Colossus and so much more you'll need your 
eyes checkin'. www.hokaben.co.uk 
London 93 Feet East (November 7-9) 



Glasgow King Tut's (16), Sheffield 
Corporation (1 7), Leeds Cockpit (1 8), 
Manchester Roadhouse (1 9) 

future of the left 

On this tour, they're playing in a prison, a 
snow dome and a, urn, place that does bad 
things to cats. 

Cambridge Junction (November 7), 
Manchester YHA (9), Derry Mason's 
(11), Belfast The Stiff Kitten (1 2), Leeds 
The Faversham (1 5), Birmingham 
Rainbow (2 1 ), London Astoria 2 (22), 
Castleford Xscape (23), Glasgow Nice 
And Sleazy's (24), Newcastle The Cluny 
(25), Hereford Jailhouse (26), London 
Amersham Arms (27) 

giant sand 

Moody sound palettes from HoweGelb's 
oak-smoked pioneers. 
London Koko (November 25) 

liz green 

Manchester folk darling enchants with her 
Twenties vocals: like smoke and incense. 
Liverpool St Bride's Church 
(November 22) 

hauschka 

Experimental modern classicism from Volker 
Bertelmann, who creates his tensile sounds 
by trussing up the insides of his piano with 
trinkets and tricks. 
Leeds Holy Trinity Church 
(November 8) 

herman dune 

The brothers Dune tour latest offering, Next 
Year In Zion, full of their usual charm, grace 
and puppy eyes. 

Manchester The Deaf Institute 
(December 1 3), Glasgow Stereo (14), 
Leeds Brudenell Social Club (1 5), 
Bristol Thekla (1 6), London Scala (1 7) 

high places 

Brooklyn twosome provide earthly murmurs 
and delicate forestry. 

London Old Blue Last (November 1 3), 
London Lexington (14), Leeds The 
Faversham (15), Newcastle The Head 
of Steam (16), London Tufnell Park 
Dome (17) 

kieran hebden and steve reid 

In which jazz drummer Reid (who's recorded 
with Fela Kuti, Sun Ra and Miles Davis) joins 
Mr. FourTet to form a hammerhead of WOW. 
Throw yer hands up in despair in the face of 
such virtuosity (but enjoy doing so). 
London Dingwalls (November 20), 
Manchester Club Academy (21 ) 

isobel Campbell and mark 
lanegan 

Campbell tames the old rocker. Don't forget 
to pack the man-sized Kleenex. 
Nottingham Rock City (December 7), 
London Union Chapel (8), Portsmouth 
Wedgewood Rooms (9) 



it hugs back 

Newly signed to 4AD, these fresh little 
whippets from Kent are already being 
compared to My Bloody Valentine and Sonic 
Youth (which goes somewhat against their 
cutesy embroidered artwork and 
introspective ditties, but maybe I'm just 
missing something here. Something big) 
London The Social (November 11) 
Cardiff Swn Festival (1 5) 

Jackie o motherfucker 

These psychedelic Americans are spindlier 
than their name suggests, y'know (but still 
don't tell your mum you're goin'). 
Cork Cyprus Avenue (November 2), 
Dublin Whelan's (3), Edinburgh 
Cabaret Voltaire (4), Glasgow 
Captain's Rest (5), ExeterThe Cavern 
(9), London Corsica Studios (1 0)<B 

philip jeck 

Recycling is cool. Come see Jeck speak in 

tongues with his salvaged junk shop record 

players. 

Bath ICIA (November 7) 

johnny foreigner 

We stand by our verdict on their name (it 
rankles, baaad), but remain neutral as to 
their spunky, bratty youthfulness. Decide for 
yourselves as they support the Futureheads 
ontour(coupl) 

Dublin Whelan's (November 1 2), 
Cardiff Swn Festival (14), London 
Astoria (29), Whitehaven Civic Hall 
(30), Glasgow ABC 2 (December 2, 3), 
Norwich Waterfront (7), Cardiff Sub 29 
(8), Cheltenham Dakota Club (9), 
Gateshead Sage (19), York 
Duchess (20) 

kamerakino 

New fi-off ice faves prep their assortment of 
Munich-inspired sounds and optical illusions. 
Glasgow Captain's Rest (November 7), 
London Club Motherfucker (8), London 
DURRRCIub(IO) 

ben kweller 

Eternally youthful Kweller and his frizzy 
bonce are back to bounce their way through 
his wonky, cabbage patch pop. 
Manchester Ruby Lounge (December 
4), Glasgow King Tut's (5), Dublin 
Whelan's (6), Birmingham Glee Club 
(8), London Union Chapel (9) 

ladytron 

In the future, teenage automatons will listen 
to Ladytron in their bedrooms. 
Leeds Cockpit (November 14), 
Coventry Kasbah (1 5), Oxford 
Academy (1 8), Bristol Academy (19), 
Bournemouth The Old Fire Station (20), 
London Shepherd's Bush Empire (21), 
Brighton Concorde 2 (23), Manchester 
Academy 2 (24), Sheffield Academy 
(25), Glasgow ABC (26), Aberdeen 
Moshulu (28), Belfast The Stiff Kitten 
(29), Dublin Tripod (30) 
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tour stories: death cab for cutie 

Words: Ben Mechen 

What sort of transport do you prefer when you're out on tour? 

"Jet plane! We did a tour with Pearl Jam, and they had a plane. Well, actually, it 
was Michael Jordan's plane, but we ended up on it. It was nice, because very time you 
got on, they'd carve up a nice piece of French bread, and put some clam chowder on it." 

Has the size and plushness of your buses changed over the years? 

"As we've sold a few more albums, the buses have got a little bigger. I would rather 
go by bus than in a Sprinter van in the US in the middle of winter. I've spent an entire 
tour sleeping in a Sprinter loft, sticking a camera out of a little air vent to take pictures. 
But I got a great set of photos from that trip I Having big buses is important when it 
comes to accidents.The other day, a car on the highway spun out of control drunk 
in the middle of the night, hit a guard rail, ricocheted back across the road and came 
into the side of our van. It just feels like a bump when you're driving in the bus. We got 
out to see if they were OK, just as another car went into the back of that car, and, 
before we knew it, there was a three car pile-up. And our bus just rolled away. We were 
fine. The safest way to travel." 

How do you keep yourselves entertained when you're travelling? 

" I spend a lot of time making music on my computer, or watching DVD 
documentaries. Recently, I've been watching videos of James Brown live in 1 958, 
during the riots.The Who performing Tommy. Stuff like that reminds you of people 
who've already been out there and done it. Ben is a really big baseball fan, and he's 
always got his finger on the pulse - it's playoff season right now, so he's almost always 
watching it. Nick is the man that takes the pictures, documenting everything. Chris 
has been really politically active, especially in the US where it counts at the moment. 
On his day off the other day he went to an Obama campaign headquarters to answer 
phones, talk to volunteers. You can't just sit in a hotel room, you need to explore things, 
meet people." 

Is there anywhere in the world you still want to go to? 

"We've not been to South America. I would love to experience Brazil. We've never 
even played Mexico City. Everywhere down South would be fascinating - there's a 
very feverish culture down there, as evidenced by the way they support their football 
teams! People there are really not afraid to be fans. Playing in front of an audience like 
that would be incredible. Also, we haven't been to Iceland yet." 

How much do you keep in touch with how things are going at your 
Two Sticks recording studio in Seattle? 

"As much as possible. I'm always calling to check in, and people still call me to 
book time. But I hire a studio manager and engineers to look after things while I'm 
away. But I love the fact that there's this little place where music is being made, and 
especially the fact that we're now getting bands from the UK and Europe making a trip 
over. It's a great little nest egg - it's gonna be my little woodshop when I'm an old guy, 
just hanging out like a fixture on the wall ! I do miss being there, because it's a 
classroom - 1 get educated every time I see a recording session for a band. You learn 
things about yourself and other players everyday. We made a discovery the other day 
about a specific piece of equipment- a very 'Abbey Road' sounding processor. It makes 
me feel like a mad scientist." 

Is there one gig from the last few years that's really stuck with you? 

"We played Millennium Park in Chicago. It's like an amphitheatre that they built 
for the Symphony, and they only allow two or three bands a year to play there. 
Radiohead did a show there, but a lot of bands can't. But they let us do one this 
summer. It sold out in a few hours, and there were 1 1 ,000 people there. It rained 
earlier in the day, but the skies cleared up and it was a magical night, people as far 
as you could see." 
(Jason McGerr) 

Let Ben Gibbard's saccharine cuddlesters (Jason, Chris Walla and Nicholas Harmer in 
tow) morph your hearts into fluff with songs from latest record, Narrow Stairs, at the 
following times/places. Support comes from our own homegrown Frightened Rabbit. 
Belfast St George's Market (November 1 2), Dublin Ambassador Theatre (1 3), 
Edinburgh Corn Exchange (14), Nottingham Rock City (1 5), Bristol Colston Hall 
(16), Sheffield Carling Academy (1 7), London Alexandra Palace (19) 



felix lajko 

The master of violin wrestles personality from 
wood and bone. 

London Union Chapel (December 11), 
Northampton The Fishmarket (1 3) 

jamie lidell 

Everyone's favourite smoothie pads back 
into the spotlight to work his way through 
latest record, Jim.lake some velvety 
chocolates, a bottle of Moet and a Persian 
cat along for optimum effect; he is 
supporting Elton John, after all. 
London Shepherd's Bush Empire 
(December 13, 14), Birmingham NIA 
(16), Liverpool Echo Arena (17, 18), 
Manchester MEN Arena (20, 21) 

little boots 

Ex-Dead Disco laydee makes a short but 
sweet appearance alongside her "glamorous 
but vulnerable pop" (Plan £#38). 
Brighton Coalition (November 7) 

duncan lloyd 

Geordie lets go of his Maximo Park safety net 
and heads for the solo spotlight. 
Derby The Royal (December 8), London 
Luminaire (9), Leeds Brudenell Social 
Club (1 0), Manchester Night And Day 
(11), Glasgow King Tut's (12), 
Gateshead Sage (13) 

lonely drifter karen 

Child-like, continental folk holds out its arms 
for a big, rustic hug. 

Brighton Komedia (November 10), 
Bath Porter (11), Bracknell South Hill 
Arts Venue (12), Oxford Baby-Simple 
(13), Bristol The Folkhouse (14), 
London Hoxton Bar And Kitchen (1 6) 

lords 

Gringo rockers make a showing at the 
Hokaben festival. "Warm soundmilk for your 
ear", they promise. 
London 93 Feet East (November 8) 

low 

ATP celebrate Christmas somewhat early 
with Minnesota's forefathers. Still, any 
excuse for a mince pie, eh? 
London Koko (November 19) 

lykke li 

Our latest princess returns with more 
snubbed, sophisticated pop. 
Dublin Button Factory (24), Glasgow 
Arches (25), London Koko (28) 

John martyn 

Figurehead of Sixties British folk channels 
40 years of wisdom our way. Take heed. 
London Barbican (November 10) 

meat puppets 

Another instalment of ATP's Don't Look Back 

series sees Meat Puppets perform Meat 

Puppets //in full, which they won't be doing 

when they play atATP's Nightmare Before 

Christmas. This is to get you to buy more 

tickets. 

London ULU (December 4) 

mercury rev 

Mind expanding solipsists slip and slide back 
into yer bloodstream. 
Dublin Vicar Street (November 2), 
Belfast Mandela Hall (4), Manchester 
Academy (5), Leeds Academy (6), 



Birmingham Carling Academy (7), 
Newcastle Carling Academy (9), Bristol 
Carling Academy (1 2), London 
Shepherd's Bush Empire (1 3), Oxford 
Carling Academy (14) 

mgmt 

You can't beat 'em, so you may as well join 
'em. Rehearse the lyrics of 'TimeTo Pretend' 
and adopt an appropriately jaded, young- 
professional outlook for the eve. 
Dublin Ambassador (November 3), 
Leeds Academy (5), Nottingham Rock 
City (6), Bristol Carling Academy (7), 
Glasgow Barrowlands (9), Birmingham 
Academy (10), Manchester Academy 
(11), London Forum (27), London 
Shepherds Bush Empire (28) 

mt eerie 

Not the Millennium Dome. 
London Tufnell Park Dome 
(November 17) 

modular records presents: 
nevereverland 

The Australian travelling festival comes to 
the UKfor one night only, wielding a fine but 
deadly array of artillery across three rooms: 
namely, Eine Kleine Nachtmusik.The Presets, 
Shy Child, Ladyhawke, Zongamin 
Soundsystem plus more, herded by DJs from 
Pop Justice, FACT magazine and Modular 
themselves. Get angular ('til 5am). 
London The Coronet (November 1 5) 

monotonix 

Frenzied Israeli rock trio invite you to come 
party -expect fire (literally), drink theft and 
a reckless rendition of their latest EP. I'd book 
the following day of work, if I were you. 
Bath Moles Club (November 6), Bristol 
The Junction (7), KentTap'n'Tin (8), 
Leeds Brudenell Social Club (9), 
Glasgow Captain's Rest (10), 
Birmingham Rainbow 444 Club (1 2), 
London Luminaire (1 3), Brighton 
Freebutt(14) 

murcof 

The Mexican electronic composer performs 
with live strings, merging his pixels and 
digital artilleries with something more 
organic. 

Reading South Street Arts Centre 
(November 1 4), Bristol Arnolf ini (1 5), 
Birmingham The Hare And Hounds (16), 
Brighton Duke Of York's Picture 
House (1 7), Liverpool The Bluecoat 
(1 8), Oxford Holywell Music Room (1 9), 
London Purcell Rooms (20), Norwich 
Arts Centre (21), Belfast SonicArts 
Research Centre (22) 

nadja 

The duo span their multifarious guises — 
'ambient doom'? 'Neo-classical'? - in the 
space of one evening. Aready yourself; 
perplex yourself. 

Edinburgh Henry's Cellar Bar 
(November 21), Bristol Croft (23), 
Coventry Taylor John's House (24), 
London Underworld (25) 

ninja tune presents 20 years of 
solid steel 

Decisive beats from the soul of the 
underground, with Bonobo, Hexstaticand 
numerous secret guests. 
London The End (November 6) 
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north sea radio orchestra 

The collective play in London with guests 
John Matthias, The Elysian Quartet and more. 
London St Martin In The Fields 
(November 18) 

nottingham indiepop alldayer 

Local promoters A Fog Of Ideas and A Layer 
Of Chips present a day of unadulterated 
twee in aid of the Midland Railway 
Centre.The Bobby McGees, Mascot Fight, 
Pocketbooks, Lardpony and Gregory Webster 
all appear. 

Nottingham Lee Rosy'sTea Shop 
(November 16) 

the notwist 

Latest record The Devil, You And Mewas 
two years in the making; those landscapes 
in your minds are plotted to the tiniest 
detail, y'know. 

Bristol Thekla (November 17), 
Manchester Club Academy (1 8), 
Glasgow King Tut's (1 9), Birmingham 
Barfly (20), London ULU (November 21) 

okkervil river 

Texan clatter merchants bring their circus of 
tour stories back to the country that LOVES 
THEM SO (this is their third UK tour in around 
a year), hot on the heels of LP The Stand Ins. 
Cursive join them in London. 
Norwich Waterfront (November 5), 
Manchester Academy 3 (6), Dublin 
Academy (7), Glasgow Oran Mor (9), 
Wolverhampton Wulf run Hall (1 0), 
London Shepherd's Bush Empire (11), 
Brighton Concorde 2 (1 2) 

parenthetical girls 

In trueTomlab tradition, the Girls' latest 
record, Entanglements, bent the 
tubes'n'globules of our fuzzy little brains 
even further than before. We're still trying to 
scramble ourway out. 
London Tufnell Park Dome (November 
1 7), Cardiff Clwb Ifor Bach (18), 
Manchester Kro Bar (19), Dublin 
Whelan's (21), Galway Roisin Dubh 
(22), Brighton Latest Music Bar (24) 

jay reatard 

Manic spaz garage punk. Not as annoying as 
it sounds on paper. Promise. 
Dublin Green Synergy Festival 
(November 1 6), Glasgow Barrowlands 
(1 8), Manchester The Deaf Institute 
(19), Leeds The Faversham (20), 
Liverpool Korova (21), Nottingham 
Bodega (22), Bristol The Cooler (23), 
London Old Blue Last (24), London The 
Belvedere (26), London Banquet 
Records (27), Brighton Engine 
Rooms (28) 

the research 

S'all bubblegum, badges on trucker caps and 
buttoned-up cardigarns - 'cept that the lyrics 
are guite sad, really. Loan a hug for the 
evening. 

Norwich Arts Centre (November 3), 
Nottingham Bodega (4), Cambridge 
Portland Arms (5), Brighton 
Freebutt (6) 

rolo tomassi 

Ex- Plan B cover stars get all screamo down 
your lug'oles. Watch out for further dates; 
more are sure to come. 
Brighton Engine Rooms (November 8) 
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plan b presents: the 
spolkestra, let's wrestle 

Many-headed London/ 
Edinburgh art-rock collective 
rampage o'er a London stage. 
"You for an 1 8-strong art-pop 
collective! Play-fighting foryr 
attention like Los Campesinos! 
scared up and slowed down for 
epic demonstrationsof dis/ 
affection. Multifarious cult stars 
including Jamie Stewart and 
Owen Pallett are already 
queuing up to guest on the next 
record" -P/anS #37. 
London Macbeth (November 29) 
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sigur ros 

As if you didn't already have enough reasons 
to up sticks and move to Iceland, Sigur Ros 
return to TAUNTYOU. 

Wolverhampton Civic Hall (November 
4), Blackpool Empress Ballroom (5), 
Bristol Colston Hall (7), Bournemouth 
International Centre (8), London 
Alexandra Palace (November 20, 21) 

shearwater 

Histrionicfolkfrom Jonathan Meiburg's 
elemental troupe and their epic, waking 
dream of an album, Rook. 
London St Giles Church (November 
22), Coventry Taylor John's House (23), 
Brighton Komedia (24). 

stereolab 

Laetita Sadier andTim Gane's daydreams 

re-animate. 

Cork The Pavilion (December 1 2), 

Dublin Tripod (13), Belfast Black Box 

(1 4), Glasgow Oran Mor (16), 

Manchester Academy 3 (1 7), Brighton 

Concorde 2(18), London Koko (1 9) 

take a worm for a walk week 

They claim they're "about as subtle as a knife 
to the face ".So, y'know. 
Aldershot West End Centre (November 
1 5), York Junction (1 6), Manchester 
Cafe Saki (1 7), Glasgow Captain's Rest 
(18), Leeds Royal Park Cellars (19), 
Nottingham Rock City (20), Leighton 
Buzzard Shooters Snooker Club (21), 
London Windmill (23), Brighton Engine 
Rooms (24), Newport Le Pub (25) 

tenebrous liar 

Steve Gullick's brooding noise-rockers share 
a stage with The Monroe Transfer, Smoke 
Fairies, and DJing from Plan B's very own Pil 
and Galia Kollectiv. 
London The Macbeth (November 1 0) 

those dancing days 

Newly beloved Swedes perk up our 
impending winters. 

Bristol Thekla (November 23), London 
Goldsmiths Student Union (24), Leeds 
Cockpit (25), Sheffield Fuzz Club (27), 
Lancaster Library (28), Newcastle The 
Other Rooms (29), Glasgow Captain's 
Rest (30) 

tv on the radio 

Sinister souls pen love letters to the future 
with new record, Dear Science. 
Dublin Green Synergy Festival 
(November 1 5), Glasgow ABC1 
(1 6), Manchester Academy 2 



(1 7), London Shepherd's Bush Empire 
(19), Birmingham Academy 2 
(December 7) 

monica vasconcelos 

Brazilian vocalist and sometime Robert 
Wyatt collaborator brings her new album Hih 
to the London stage with Steve Lodder, 
Dudley Phillips, and AdrianoAdewale. 
London The Vortex (December 12) 

vivian girls 

New York's fevered sensations have a lot of 
hype to live up to. Will they? Won't they? It 
doesn't matter too much, when the melodies 
are as sultry and sweaty and effervescent as 
these. 

London Windmill (December 2), 
London Old Blue Last (3), Nottingham 
The Social (4), Liverpool Korova (5), 
Glasgow Captain's Rest (6), Leeds 
Cockpit (7), Coventry Colosseum (8), 
London Madame Jo Jo's (9), 
Manchester The Deaf Institute (10), 
London Proud Galleries (1 2), Bristol 
The Cooler (13) 

volcano! 

Eccentric prog from Chicago three piece 
who've a penchant for Twittering; the future 
of touring? 

London The Fox And Firkin (November 
7), Glasgow Arches (10), Aberdeen 
TheTunnels (11), Nottingham Bodega 
(1 3), Bournemouth The Gander (1 5), 
Cambridge Portland Arms (16), London 
Hoxton Bar And Kitchen (17), 
Leeds Brudenell Social Club (18), 
Dublin Whelan's (1 9), Galway Roisin 
Dubh (20) 

greg weeks 

Quiet terrains from Espers man. 
Bristol Cube (November 21), London 
Luminaire (23), Coventry Tin Angel 
(24), Manchester Dulcimer (25), 
Dublin Crawdaddy (26), Belfast Auntie 
Annies (27), Birmingham The Hare And 
Hounds (28) 

susanna wallumrod 

Norwegian lass allows a rare insight into her 

personal fortress. 

London Kings Place (November 1 6) 

the whip 

Eighties-tinged electro-pop from 
Manchester upstarts. 
Bristol Thekla (November 1 2), Leeds 
Cockpit (1 3), Glasgow Arches (1 4), 
Newcastle Other Rooms (1 5), Brighton 
Concorde (1 8), London Scala (1 9), 



Oxford Academy (20), Manchester 
Academy (21), Liverpool Chibuku (22) 

wolf parade 

Hotly namechecked Sub Poppers conduct 
their experimental indie fest. 
Manchester Ruby Lounge (November 
28), Dublin Andrews Lane Theatre (29), 
London Kings College (December 1) 

women 

NewJagJaguwarsignings. 
London Borderline (November 25), 
Bristol The Cooler (26), Glasgow 
Captain's Rest (27), Belfast Limelight 
(28), Galway Roisin Dubh (29), Dublin 
Crawdaddy (30), Manchester Night 
And Day (December 2), London The 
Windmill (3) 

james yorkston and the 
athletes 

Everyone's favourite fatherly Scot warms 
some cockles and spices up yer scrumpy. 
Manchester Night And Day (November 
1 7), York Fibbers (1 8), Southampton 
Joiners (19), Bristol Louisiana (20), 
Aldershot West End Centre (22), 
Swindon Vic (24), Derby The Royal (25), 
Newcastle Sage (26), Aberdeen 
Carmelite Hotel (27), Glasgow Stereo 
(29), London St Giles Church 
(December 11) 

youthmovies 

Prog pop with angles as sharp as frontman 
Andrew Mears' cheekbones. 
London Water Rats (November 6), 
Brighton Freebutt (7), Kingston 
Fighting Cocks (8), Norwich Queen 
Charlotte (9), Cambridge Portland 
Arms (1 0), Birmingham Bar Academy 
(11), Bristol The Cooler (1 2), Oxford 
Academy (1 3), Derby Royal (14), Leeds 
Cockpit (1 5), Coventry Taylor John's 
House (1 6), Sheffield Fusion (1 7), 
Manchester Night And Day (1 8), 
Liverpool Barfly (1 9), Glasgow King 
Tut's (20), Edinburgh Cabaret Voltaire 
(21), Carlisle Brickyard (22) 



Improv soldiers - part of Dune Recordings' 
'Tomorrow's Warriors' collective of up-and- 
coming, semi-professional new jazz 
impresariors - experiment with loops and 
echoes as part of the Southbank Centre's 
'Trouble Tune' series of free events. 
LeafcutterJohn makes an appearance 
alongside spooked-out visuals and DJs. 
London Southbank Centre 
(November 19) 
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Final Fantasy 

Plays To Please (Blocks Recording Club) 
Spectrum, 1 4th Century (Blocks Recording Club) 
I'm stumped. Some musicians are so inherently, 
distinctively themselves that reviewing their 
work seems pointless. You just want to grab the 
record by one hand and point at it with the 
other and go "It's OWEN ! It's FINAL FANTASY! 
NEW STUFF!" while grinning like a letterbox. 
In fact, in an ideal world this review would just 
. _ a picture of my fat face doing exactly that. 

I mean, what would one say to someone 
who hasn't heard of Final Fantasy? "Well, 
there's this person and he plays the violin and 
he sings in a fragile voice and it's quite classical 
and the first album was just violin loops with 
him singing over it and shouting into his violin 
a bit and the second album was more orchestral 
and it won an award and he gave all the money 
away to do things like pay off his boyfriend's 
student loans, etc. And he likes to mixquite 
high-concept stuff with 'low' culture like songs 
about video games and titles with the word 
'poo' in and sometimes he sounds really clever 
in interviews and othertimes he just talks 
about which boys he likes to bang." I guess you 



a more fitting analysis for one as educated and 
intellectual and talented as Mr Pallett. But no, 
you get it reviewed by me, A Fan. A lowly fan 
whojust wants to pointand go "IT'S OWEN! 
FINAL FANTASY! NEW STUFF!", while grinning 
like a letterbox. Sorry 'bout that. 

Nevermind: bias can't cloud facts. Owen 
Pallett spends time when not playing Nintendo 
or reading Yukio Mishima novels doing string 
arrangements for other people's music, 
including Beirut's The Flying Club Cup, which 
came out last year. Spectrum, 14th Century is a 
collection of songs made with Beirut during the 
Flying Club Cup sessions, songs which aim to 
paint a sonic portrait of the land of Spectrum. 
Clearly semi-tropical, the land is drenched with 
the aforementioned cricket sounds and 
enlivened by undulating steel drums, all 
linked together with Final Fantasy's trademark 
strings and Owen's foppish (I mean that in a 
gooc/way), ethereal vocals. Spectrum sounds 
like the island from Lost or an untended 
nighttime garden in Xbox 360 videogame 
Viva Pihata as populated by characters from 
Le Morte d 'Arthur. It sounds muggy and chilly 
at night, and, from time to time, vaguely 



Horny farmers, avaricious bishops and 
innocent, asexual young troubadours 



could saythat. That would probably work. 

Or, you could get someone who was a 
violinist or student at the Royal London 
Classical School Of Extremely Clever Music to 
review his work, and then they could analyse 
the blending of bigbandedness and Tin Pan 
Alley standards and general Owen-ness of Plays 
To Please down to the last coda, and could 
discern exactly to what extent each of his 
records has built upon the previous one and 
which classical scores he is referencing. Or, you 
could get a Serious Master Of Literature at 
Oxford to go through the lyrics of Spectrum, 
14th Century with a sharp pencil in orderto 
examine the recurrent tropes in these tales of 
a young religious boy on a journey through an 
imaginary world called Spectrum, chock full as 
it is with horny farmers, avaricious bishops and 
innocent, asexual young troubadours. Or, you 
could ask a musicologist to examine the 'fake 
field recordings' (birdsong and handclaps and 
shakers and steel drums and night-time 
crickets) that Owen made in Quebec aided by 
the whole of Beirut (the band). All of the above 
would help illuminate Owen's oeuvre for any 
Final Fantasy arriviste, and would, I feel, be 



ominous faraway shouts and cheers fill the air. 
This EP is just a teaser -expect to learn more 
about the land of Spectrum in the forthcoming 
Final Fantasy long-player. Heartland, later 
this year. 

Plays To Please is brighter and jazzier. It's 
a collection of cover versions of songs by fellow 
Toronto musician Alex Lukashevsky and his 
group Deep Dark United (no, me neither). 
Apparently, they met on tour and bonded over 
a love of Marvin Gaye, at which point Owen got 
a boner for the idea of covering Alex's songs in 
a big band stylee. Plays To Please is the result, 
via a 35-piece orchestra (Toronto's Saint 
Catharine's Orchestra, which counts among 
its musicians Andrew Bird and a member of 
the Hidden Cameras). It sounds like Gershwin 
crossed with Prokofiev's Peter And The 
Wolf with hints of 'She'll Be Coming 'Round 
the Mountain When She Comes', all bound 
together by Owen's vocals, his avant-garde 
compositional skills and hisnewtoy, a 
Yamaha CP70B electro-acoustic grand 
piano. It's pretty good, but basically, all 
you need to know is. . . 

IT'S OWEN! FINAL FANTASY! NEW STUFF! 
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plastic people 

Words: Louis Pattison 

Illustration: Daniel Arcand 

Peter Rehberg 

Work For GV 2004-2008 (Editions Mego) 

Laptop noise auteur and Editions Mego owner 
Peter 'Pita' Rehberg's working relationship with the 
French performance artist and puppeteer Gisele 
Vienne began back in 2001 . The pair collaborated 
on Vienne's Showroom Dummies, a performance 
that saw humans lock limbs with mannequins and 
waltz across the floor - but who was tugging the 
strings? Since, Rehberg and Vienne have 
maintained a creative relationship, most recently 
with Kindertotenlieder, a morbid theatre piece 
translatable as 'Songs For Dead Children', peopled 
with life-sized puppets and winter beasts plucked 
from the annals of Austrian mythology, and scored 
by Rehberg and Stephen O'Malley's electronic 
doom project KTL. At first sight, Vienne's use of 
puppets reminded me of the Chapman Brothers' 
plastic mannequins: dolls mutated with nose-dicks 
and orifice-mouths. Here, though, the horror is 
latent rather than actual, and the dummies stand 
like hollow shells to a lost innocence, reminiscent 



(if you don't mind jumping mediums) of Philip 
Best's disquieting photomontages, with their 
glassy-eyed orphans and yellowing shots of 
children trussed up in awkward Victorian finery. 

Work For GV 2004-2008 concentrates on three 
earlier collaborations between Vienne, Rehberg, 
and American transgressive author Dennis Cooper: 
2004's I Apologize, 2005's Une Belle Enfant 
Blonde, and 2008's Jerk. Rehberg's scores walk 
the familiar territory of glitch and gloom; at times, 
though, these pieces have a musical quality that 

A dousing, 

or a waterboarding 

much of Mego's hyper-processed computer music 
lacks. 'Slow Investigation' initially recalls Throbbing 
Gristle, with its horn-like tones moving in a 
blanched waltz; but closer to its centre it takes 
on an almost orchestral complexity, forming 
movements from bubbling synths, processor 
chatter and severed wires spitting sparks. 
Unexpectedly beautiful, meanwhile, is 'Boxes 
And Angles', 11 minutes of stuttering, euphoric 
synthesiser oddly reminiscent of Fuck Buttons: stick 
a beat on it and it'd keep the ravers happy. 



Elsewhere, Cooper makes three spoken word 
appearances, investigating those old transgressive 
humbugs of decadent sex and violence. 'ML6' 
is woozy and dream-like, hallucinogenically 
grotesque in its lurid details, gradually building to a 
barrage of drone decorated by pluming high tones; 
a dousing, or a waterboarding. 'ML3' overlays 
a throbbing generator with a rambling pen letter 
from a long-lost lover, breathless with apologies, 
self-loathing, excuses and desperate justifications 
(yet somehow, ominously, a future reconciliation 
seems likely). Out of the context of Vienne's pieces, 
these drift free of a place in any specific narrative; 
but after repeated listens you begin to anticipate - 
slightly fear -Cooper's sinister arrival, stalking in 
on soft words and neatly measured syllables. 

Work For GV 2004-2008 might not be the 
definitive Rehberg work: part of possessing 
the skill and flexibility to shape yourself around 
new mediums and unusual collaborators inevitably 
involves a willingness to give up something of 
yourself in the process. These pieces, though, 
confirm Rehberg's skill in the creation of mood and 
the fusing of distant disciplines, yanking computer 
music out of the realms of arid abstraction and 
infusing it with a very human, emotional energy. 



All The Saints 



Fire On Corridor X (Touch And Go) 

I'd been missing the habit of good bands 
namechecking themselves- Butthole 
Surfers, Revolting Cocks, The Monkees-and 
so I'm glad to hear it happen again on 'Regal 
Regalia' by these excellent, goth-a-delic 
psych-punks. This is all harsh distortion 
caused by vibrating cone tears and 
ambience, lying somewhere between The 
Cure's Disintegration and Kyuss.The record 
is named after a local stretch of Alabama 
motorway; thus, there are sonic connotations 
of heat haze over tarmac, trucker speed and 
motorik precision. It's odd that two tracks 
are named 'Sheffield' and 'Leeds', but these 
names have been chosen because of their 



links to the US deep South and the UK 
industrial North.This is quite possibly what 
Black Rebel Motorcycle Club or The Warlocks 
think they sound like; I don't know and 
I don't care, given that I've got this to listen 
to instead. 
John Doran 



Antony And The Johnsons 



AnotherWorld (Rough Trade) 

Oh, it's nearly winter and oh, he returns. 
Antony Hegarty's voice is that singular, 
muted yawn; rounded and sonorous 
like blowing across a fluted glass. Blue 
wolves move down on the white plains; 
their half-conversations splay through bare 
branches. 'Shake That Devil' is a midnight 



witching, Hegarty pronouncing slow, 
deliberate incantations before the spirits 
he's rousing begin, finally, to stir; hear that 
gruelling saxophone, those distant 
doorchimes and the clink of bottles full 
of honeyed antitoxins. Oh, it's all fine and 
canine, all roofless and black canopied: more 
blueish skin than open fire; more open, 
limitless sky than indoor havens. Hegarty's is 
the sound of the outdoors, in silent canyons; 
cruel, majestic, but soft in its own way. 
Lauren Strain 



Bohren Una Der Club Of Gore 



Dolores (PIAS) 

All devotional spaces are established 
primarily because of their acoustic 



properties: the monastic echo of high vaulted 
Medieval ceilings; the natural reservoir of 
reverb in the high domed mosque; the warm, 
sonic space of the cave. And all communal 
music that inspires devotion acquires an 
architectural structure to reproduce these 
ambiences: the sonic cauldron of the 
stadium, the boom room of the rave 
warehouse. Bohren Und Der Club Of Gore 
trace a path between doom and jazz, 'Staub' 
imagining a vibe player and steel brush 
wielding drummer playing at ASVA speeds in 
a deserted Sancta Sophia, the soporific pulse 
rattling lazily through dust motes.Do/ores 
isn't so much about the mighty, moody music 
as the acres of space it creates. 
John Doran 
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Skeletal Lamping is an unprecedented achievement that will be talked about 
for years. 

As well as (tie standard release on deluxe packaged CD and double LP, Skeletal Lamping w,ll also 
be made available in a raitiar mora unoom/eriiionai manner. Those who buy the album digitally 
can choose to accompany their album download with a special piece of beautifully designed Of 
Mommai album artwork in 7 different forms - t-shirts, tote bags, sets ol wan stickers, a lantern or 
a est ol badges. 
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local knowledge 

Words: Ringo P Stacey 
Illustration: Phil Fivel Nessen 

From Wolftown to Crackney, 
the latest in UK street beats 



Skreintax: Scene Stealers (Dented) 

Sway: The Signature (D Cypha) 

Lews Tewns: Pup III (Wonky Wax) 

M9: 1 44,000 (Dark Matter/Kilamanjaro) 

Late: Below Street Level (Wolftown) 

HHBRadio: The Definition Series: Grime (OYM) 

Pyro Radio: Top Selectors (UK Street Sounds/PyroRadio.com) 

Food 4 Da Brain: Second Serving (F4DB) 



for such unlikely heroes as Lews Tewns, 
the Celtic antiseptic who sports chronic 
peptic ulcers again on the third 
instalment of his PUP(Parallel Universe 
Project) series of concept albums. 

Across 20 genre defying tracks, Lew 
and his motley crew travel the distant 
'soup' galaxy battling evil alien invaders 
'The Croutons' armed only with balls, the 
withering black words of an habitual 
cynic and a free beat CD from the front 
of Future Music. Quite why Lew isn't 
universally acclaimed as a great British 
eccentric genius is beyond me. I guess 
the market for middle-aged white 
geniuses who rap knowledge over and 
above their beer gut in a broad Swansea 



I can't remember the last time I felt so conflicted 
over an album. This week, there's two got me pulled 
both ways and more. First, Skreintax: a troubling 
collaboration between Londoner Skrein and 
Brightonian Dr Syntax with Scene Stealers, where 
every moment of transcendent g rossness is 
balanced by one of smug banality. C'mon, it's 2008! 
We don't have to stand for such inconsistencies. 

And then Sway. I'm done reading last month's 
two line dismissal of his new album. He's a star, no 
doubt, and The Signature has enough deft content 
to keep me entranced - like 'Jason Waste', a sharp 
character sketch on a par with the work of such past 
notable Londoners as Ray Davies, Suggs and Slick 
Rick. Even the sentimental second half has its 
moments: the mercifully understated 'Pray 4 Kaya', 
and the vital anti-gun singalong 'Walk Away'. 
But he doesn't half have a taste for cheese, with 
a guest appearance from Sting's daughter and the 
mystifying gumption to note of said appearance, 
"She has all the characteristics of her dad". And you 
left her on the album? I know it's not bad taste. 
It's just that I prefer my Brit-hop prefaced by two 
minutes of white noise and sirens, with a healthy 
side of free-jazz sax solos. Fortunately, there's hard 
drive space for everyone in UKHH these days; even 



I prefer my Brit-hop 
prefaced by two 
minutes of white 
noise and sirens 



accent isn't what it should be. Maybe he should try 
adopting an alter ego and wearing a metal mask. 
M9 should be pleased the market for modern 
urban angst is better established. Not that the 
rapper, aka Melanin 9, is any more commercial; 
far from it. His style is dense and intelligent; he 
speaks in tongues borrowed or inherited from the 
damaged homeless and jobless, victims paranoid 
by experience. He rhymes bleak stories over looped 
and choked phrases, the repeated musical 
deaths an apt bed for some relentlessly dystopian 
verbals and optimistic mystic solutions. Which 
would be for nothing if it were extremity as lifestyle 
choice -this is necessary music, a testimony of 
darkness, and, crucially, the product of a thriving 
international indie scene; the London-based 
M9 sounds equally comfortable alongside Jehst 



(astro-chavfrom Middlesex via space station 
Huddersfield) and Bronze Nazareth (Wu-Tang Killa 
Bees, NY) as he does alongside his mates Cyrus 
Malachi and Masikah of Crackney's Anathema crew. 

Further down the same line is Late, rapper and 
CEO of Wolftown Recordings, who, after nearly 
a decade's worth of canny networking, is able to 
command respect and artistic contributions from 
not only K-Rino of Houston's legendary gangster 
pioneers, South Park Coalition, but also Willie D 
of Houston's even more legendary Geto Boys. 
Screwed up Southern style beats ooze genuine 
Wolverhampton grime like a car seat soaked in 
Special Brew and the dropped ash of a thousand old 
bifters. Late spits to clean things up. Inspired by the 
aesthetic as much as the music of the dirty South, 
the Pen And Pixel-aping sleeve speaks loudly of his 
ambitions. The grey British streets are painted 
nuclear red. He intends to explode. 

Indeed, for every indie by design, there are 
plenty of others making like Sway in 2002, passing 
through on their way to other things. The field is 
broad and the competition intense, but the game 
remains small enough that the jiggy and the wilfully 
underground compete with each other on the same 
pitch. Sometimes the quality levels are on a 
permanent elevation, as witnessed by a clutch of 
excellent compilations. HHB Radio's comp is 
hi-grade grime for your angry lil' brother who's got 
two GCSEs and has never paid taxes. Pyro Radio's 
playlist fits many of the same names and even two 
of the same tracks (Wretch 32's 'Punctuation' and 
Asher D's 'My Forum') onto a disc marked clearly 
'RNB AND HIPHOP' for his girlfriend. Food 4 Da 
Brain's offering is more for your younger cousin 
who thinks too much: screwface street philosophy 
comes from intense ghetto poets, the ponderous 
pace of more traditional hip-hop beats allowing 
many of the same names (Ghetto, Virus Syndicate, 
Lewi White) to mingle as equals with the UKHH 
intelligentsia (Kashmere, M9, MrTi2bs, Skinnyman). 
And you? You should buy all three for yourself, and 
at least two of the preceding five. That's the joys of 
being a grown up. 
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desert songs 

Words: Shane Moritz 
Illustration: KateyJean Harvey 

Castanets 

City Of Refuge (Asthmatic Kitty) 

Raymond Raposa is a nasally decongested ZZ Top 
lookalike who sings haggardly, like a prison inmate 
with one foot in the grave. The fourth album from 
his Castanets makes more sense the louder it is, 
so turn it up and correspond volume level with 
number of whiskies(um, presuming volume is 
1-10, otherwise disregard suggestion due to 
potential liver damage). A San Diego native who's 
found refuge in Brooklyn, Ray sounds like he's been 
subjected to nothing but creaking weather vanes 
all his life. Recorded -where else -in the Nevada 
desert, amid rattlesnakes that bear more than a 
passing resemblance to Sergio Leone's 
quintessential bad guy, Lee Van Cleef, CityOf 
Refuge echoes for miles across the dirty sage, filling 
the big sky up with Raposa 's own pain while 
evoking the supreme disquiet of Neil Young's Dead 
Man soundtrack. Ringing guitar tones hang in the 
air like vultures in this weird burrito western, and 
Raposa succeeds in doing a lot with very little; 



often, he is at a loss for what to say (seven of these 
1 5 tracks are fully instrumental, and the title track 
comprises a mere seven words) and devotes a huge 
chunk of his time to exploring the abyss, which 
swallows hefty mouthf uls of his clangorous guitar. 
Drums are nowhere to be heard; they're lost in the 
dunes somewhere. 'High Plain 1 ', '2' and '3' make 
a twigged-out trilogy of lonesome loops, good for 
mapping the lines of lost desert highways or Harry 
Dean Stanton's face. Raposa 's brand of night-owl 

Ringing guitar tones 
hang in the air like 
vultures 

blues slowburns a short fuse, and he is a harsh 
editor: CityOf Refuge matches its equally profound 
predecessor In The Vines for sepulchral vibe, but 
the tunes are a lot shorter, and there are more of 
'em; they cause their trouble, then move on to 
the next town. 

Vocals don't trespass the city limits 'til track 
four, 'Prettiest Chain', which masquerades as a 
straightforward tune about dressing up and going 
out 'til Ray reveals a perversion to accessorise using 



his ladyfriend's hair. 'The Quiet' challenges 1972 
film Deliverance and the aforementioned Dead 
Man to a duel, substituting banjo for effects pedals 
and overdubs while an undertow of rockabilly 
drives the electric current. Across the record, 
spooky electronics and ghostly voices alter what 
would otherwise be conventional songs. On 'Glory 
B', a simple rendezvous with a lover morphs into a 
potentially murderous bloodbath: "Threw my shirt 
out the window onto the road/The big night sky 
looked fit to explode/Let's pull this car over and see 
what you can do, " Raposa sings - and you just 
know it's gonna be bad. But fellow folk-freaker 
Jana Hunter (a dedicated member of the Castanets 
choir) saves the day, her hushed harmonies and 
a dreamy "oooh-ooOH-OOHH" hanging in for 
a creepy close. "/ wore myself out wanting you, " 
crumbles Raposa as the guitars cry like flustered 
falcons and as Jana out-Cats Cat Power. 

CityOf Refuge concludes with a devastating 
song about 9/1 1 : "Eve began slowly to dress, " he 
remembers, the voice draped with reverb beyond 
biblical proportions: "Adam just stared at the 
wall. . . So many things to repress, those days after 
the fall. "A net has been cast; and we are, once 
again, ensnared. 



Bonnie Prince Billy with Harem 
Scarem and Alex Neilson 



Is It The Sea? (Domino) 

A disclaimer: I'm not one of those listeners 
who've followed the sea changes of 
Will Oldham's long and bulging career. 
Hardcore Oldham fans will have to excuse 
me, then, for not being disconcerted by this 
latest change of setting -Is It The Sea? was 
recorded live in Edinburgh in 2006, with folk 
troupe Harem Scarem (most of whom hail 
from Scotland's wild West) and free 
percussionist Alex Neilson. Oldham's songs 
are buoyed by acoustic guitar, banjo and 
Neilson's deft (if anomalously conservative) 
drumwork; and they're threaded with 
sawing, threnodic fiddles, unearthly breezes 



of accordion and those burr-drenched, Scots 
harmonies. On 'Arise Therefore', he sounds, 
strangely, at his jolliest since Sings Greatest 
Palace Music, while a haunting 'Cursed 
Sleep' is harried by phantom choirs and 
ravaged by Neilson's flayed cymbals. 
A rendition of traditional murder ballad 
'Molly Bawn' is chilling and celebratory by 
turns; and the title track, written by Harem 
Scarem melodica player Inge Thomas, 
slowburns its way into memory. 
Daniel Barrow 



Brightblack Morning Light 



Motion To Rejoin (Matador) 

For all the hippy drippy talk that surrounds 
America's Brightblack Morning Light, their 



music is fiercely concentrated, committed 
stuff: it's simply too difficult to write and 
perform songs this hypnotically slow to be 
half-assed about it. And, true, you could 
spring them for remaking Spacemen 3's 
'Sometimes' eight times over on Motion 
To Rejoin- but they thought of it first, 
not you, and if Nathan Shineywater 
and Rachael Hughes understand something, 
it's that the best way to tease out nuance 
is through a kind of repetition just shy of 
mind-numbing. Pop these days hinges 
upon clarity, definition and hamfisted 
hybridity, but Motion To Rejoin offers 
another out: a politics of narcolepsy, if 
you will. So, this is blues-gospel-soul 
without an accelerator pedal; moving 



tradition forwards by slowing the music to 
a bliss-blur crawl. 
Jon Dale 

in the studio: brightblack 
morning light 

We watched: "Indians shopping for 

flipflopsatWalmart." 

We listened to: "Islaja." 

We played: "With solar power. " 

We read: "Be Here Now by Baba 

Ram Dass." 

We loved: "Piha Coladas." 

We wished: "That the Navajo Nation 

would exercise sovereignty and 

protest Los Alamos' nuclear facility 

building partsfor nuclearweapons. 
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songs for auntie 

Words: Hannah Gregory 
Illustration: Anna Higgie 

Belle And Sebastian 

The BBC Sessions (Jeepster) 

Nobody likes nostalgia, but a memory in melody, 
triggered unexpectedly, is always welcome. 
You notice that you're humming something 
from deep sound conscious (that place where 
all the songs you've ever listened to are 
safely -mostly silently -stored). Your steps 
carry forth this well-frequented song as you stroll 
down a leaf-lined street in autumn; you try to place 
it, whom it belongs to and how it has taken 
you unarmed. This was me, with Belle And 
Sebastian's 'The State I Am In', last month. Shortly 
afterwards, I heard that a BBC Sessions release 
was due; and here it is, spanning theirfirst live 
radio recordings with the release of Tigermilk in 
1 996, a set of four much-bootlegged songs from 
John Peel's show in 2001 and a second disc 
comprising a live set in Belfast. 

Belle And Sebastian are a band I went to school 
with (in my headphones) and grew up with; one of 
the first 'outside' bands that would make me feel 



at home, and one that - save for the odd Sunday 
hangover- 1 don't listen to so often, now. They're 
one of those bands whose songs are already so 
internalised that it's rare you'd actually put them 
on. Maybe these early radio sessions were what 
made it onto the cassette shared by a friend at 
breaktime; a precious tape which would soon 
become overplayed on day-long coach trips - 
"A mile and a half on a bus takesalong time"- 

I wonder why the 
words still make my 
stomach crunch, why 
I'm still dancing around 
my bedroom 

and evening-to-morning art sessions. Its livelier 
jaunts- "Get out of the city, andintothe 
sunshine" -would be requested in indie discos, 
carried along on holidays and serve as an excuse 
for train journeys to Glasgow and Sheffield. 
I remember listening to John Peel at midnight, 
tapping toes under the covers and being filled with 
glee as he played the new 'The Boy With The Arab 



Strap' single -as though I really needed to hear 
itanothertime. 

What really makes these sessions - and what 
makes them worth listening to, even if you thought 
that all Belle And Sebastian mean to you now is 
a time gone by- is how disarmingly close they 
sound. This is partly, I think, due to the properties 
of recording; it's minutely close. You can hear 
fingers sliding down guitar necks, the breaths 
taken between lines-and the slipups, too, which 
remind you of your own imperfections. Notes fall 
slightly too short or too high; backing lines ascend 
just out of harmony. When these live harmonies 
skip out of the old albums' templates, it's 
disconcerting. I wonder, given a moment of 
tea-and-shortbread recollection, which of the 
bands' own memories would be stirred by these 
songs, and which ones would rest. I wonder why 
the words, "The picture was a masterpiece of 
comic timing, an old collage of something classical/ 
I knew you were historical, from all the books I 
read/It's days and months before I'll see you again" 
still make my stomach scrunch; why I'm still 
dancing around my bedroom when I should be 
turning off the light and willing to hear 'Lazy Line 
Painter Jane' for a final (well, for this evening) time. 



This could be done legally, because 
the lab is contaminating ancient 
water rights." 

We missed: "Tinariwen in Santa Fe. 
We ate: "Fry bread, beans, rice." 
We forgot: "To press record often. " 
(Nathan Shineywater) 



Chairlift 



Does You Inspire You (Kanine) 

You may have subconsciously assimilated 
Chairlift's 'Bruises' from elsewhere (it's 
currently featuring on an Apple advert); and 
it provides an apt successor to Feist's '12 3 4' 
in its buoyant naivety. It drips with rainbow 
colours, drifting weightlessly around in 
a daydream, flashing from Eighties revival 



to sinister bass lines to glacial strings. Lyrics 
seem bizarre, but if you listen closely you'll 
realise that the apparently quirky metaphors 
are pure and simple. Caroline Polachek's 
syrupy vocals contribute to the record's 
strength - it's delightfully effective as 
synth pop. 
Emily Graham 



Crystal Antlers 



Crystal Antlers (Touch And Go) 

Crystal Antlers are a blastfurnace, ravenously 
reducing psych, garage, noise-whatever 
they can stuff into their maws - and sending 
the smelted essence surging through these 
six songs like lifeblood: red hot bronze into 
molten silver into scalding clouds of 



vapourised gold. Potentially, they could come 
across as contrived, dumb or overly indebted 
to Comets On Fire, but the Californians duck 
this via their sheer sound and fury. The best 
track is the conclusive 'Parting Song For 
TheTorn Sky': seven minutes of howling 
dissonance and swampy riffs given shape 
and form by a cool, strutting bass figure; 
an icy skeleton wreathed in blinding light. 
Andrzej Lukowski 



Death Vessel 



Nothing Precious Enough For Us 
(Sub Pop) 

" Jesus H. That's a lot of wuss rock and beardy 
folk" . Not my words, but ones cribbed from 
Everett True's recent Plan 6 piece on Sub Pop, 



referring to nine of the label's ten highest 
selling records. Which suggests that the 
second Death Vessel album might well 
qualify as such, considering its heaped 
banjo, pedal-stamping ethereality and 
high-pitched, sorrowful vocals (Joel 
Thibodeau can add my name to the list of 
people who had the 'Blimey, thawt it woz a 
bird singin' there' reaction. I hope such 
confusion cheers him; it does me). Eighties 
skateboard celebrity/punker Chuck Treece 
plays drums; which is cool, but it hardly alters 
the album's complexion. Still, this is a keenly 
crafted and sincere work that probably won't 
change your life, but that's basically my take 
on The Shins too, so there you are. 
Noel Gardner 
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Greg Weeks 

The Hive (Wichita) 

Espers' debt to the laundry list of Sixties/Seventies 
psych-folk's first utterers is noted, but, as a band, they 
evidently appreciate the joy of a hefty riff. Some of their 
live performances could have been slotted into the 
microgenre of 'metalgaze' (which, incidentally, I'm not endorsing as a term 
by virtue of using it). The Hive, Espers frontman Greg Weeks' fourth solo 
album, is a rock record -and, assuming you wouldn't balk at Pink Floyd or 
Fleetwood Mac being termed rock bands, we're in business. It's a good rock 
record, too, with a rangy sense of tipsy fun and loads of mellotron. I typed 
out a lyric from 'Borderline', ready to let this illustrate the album's predilection 
for cruise-control radio-rock naffness, before it occurred to me that it 
was actually from a Madonna song, 'covered' here -except that it's sort 
of the inverse of the timidly faithful cover version: the music doesn't really 
have much to do with Madonna, and you puzzle over why the lyrics might 
speak to Weeks. But it's no overall comment on a rather accomplished 
album; just an observation. 
Noel Gardner 



Girl Talk 



Feed The Animals (Illegal Art) 
Gregg Gill is, aka GirlTalk, doesn't make 
music. Instead, he steals and splices 
hundreds of snatches of songs to create 
obstinate smash hit megamixes.When 
he drops in a snippet of something you 
recognise, you get the same kind of feeling 
as if you were laughing too hard at an 
obscure in-joke from The Simpsons. But 
it's his less expected selections that work, 
like when Rod Stewart's 'Young Turks' 
gatecrashes an Aphex Twin party with help 
from Dem Franchize Boyz and Butthole 
Surfers (on 'Shut The Club Down'). Sadly, 
Gillis is rather too fond of Southern rappers' 
most objectionable refrains, and rather too 
tied to the formula of Eighties pop beats 
versus Nineties rock riffs versus Noughties 
hip hop voca Is. Feed The Animals demands 
attention, partly because it's monstrously 
brash but mainly because it's ugly and 
skewed. It pummels and jerks rather than 
swings. Worst of all, it never becomes more 
than the sum of its parts. 
Thorn Gibbs 



Doomsdayer's Holiday (Temporary 
Residence) 

It begins with what sounds like the end: 
a nerve-jangling hysteria of screaming as 
the sound of onrushing hooves gathers 
momentum; then, the most monolithic of 
heavy riffs kicks in. I don't know about you, 
but I'm feeling pretty damn apocalyptic these 
days. With the help of conspirators Faust and 
Sunn 0))), Doomsdayer's Holidayhas the feel 
of an early Krautrock opus prophetically 
recorded decades ago and then placed in 
a time capsule. It's a heady brew in which 
even the more serene passages - 'The 
Natural Man's avant take on public service 
broadcasting music, or 'Acid Rain's mellow 
Pink Floyd-ian comedown -sound suffused 
with an ominous foreboding. There's the 
knowledge that it's already too late; that the 
wolves and serpents have been released 
amongst us. This record will set loose all your 
bottled up fears. The screaming never stops. 
Euan Andrews 



High Places 



High Places (Thrill Jockey) 

There are, in an infinite number of parallel 
universes, infinite discarded versions of 
this review; just as the kaleidoscopic swirl 
of High Places' debut album demands a 
million things to be said of it, and makes all 



comments pathetically inadequate. Mary 
Pearson and Robert Barber's tack hasn't 
changed from their collection 03/07-09/07; 
it's just refined itself, expanded and cohered 
to a seamless, heightened electronic dream 
state where unearthly sounds co-exist in 
organic synergy. Lush, undulating carpets of 
percussion and mutant beats are suggestive 
of Timbaland, and Pearson's sweet lilt is 
sub-aqueous.There's a forest, verdant, 
radiant (The Tree With The Light In It') and 
ever-changing (The Storm'), with clearings 
of calm ('Papaya Year') hidden among its 
foliage. When closer 'From Stardust To 
Sentience' finally breaks through, it 
makes me think of nothing so much as 
Olivier Messiaen's most graceful, 
life-affirming pieces. This is subtle, intimate 
music, unwilling to make great claims for 
itself- and, for that reason, utterly great. 
Daniel Barrow 



Kieran Hebden and Steve Reid 



NYC (Domino) 

The partnership of the young Four Tet 
maestro (Hebden) and elder jazz sticksman 
(Reid) has become a fruitful and lasting 
collaboration.This, theirfourth album 
together in three years, is a looser-limbed 
and downright funkier proposition than last 
year's slightly stilted TonguesThisisan 
attempt to create a sonic version of the 
New York vibe and beat, mapping the city 
in rhythm and groove. It begins with the 
accelerating, On The Comervelocity wobble 
of'Lyman Place' before practically getting 
down on the good foot with '1st & 1st'. Reid 
keeps a solid backbeat, indulging in few of 
the flashy kit demolitions that characterise 
most other drums-electronics duos, while 
Hebden conjures up an entire Seventies style 
jazz-funk mothership from his array of 
sequencers and samplers. By the final 
sundown over the street sprawl of 
'Departure', it's clear that this particular 
pairing should keep on theirtravels. 
Euan Andrews 



Larkin Grimm 



Parplar (Young God) 

She's this beautiful hippy punk who looks 
like Frida Kahlo and comes on with these 
soft voiced, ferocious songs and all this 
visceral and sensual stuff about healing and 
feeling and dealing and humbucking around, 
like any of these self-styled fairy-hobo kids 
with their self-styled stories and grand 
narratives. Her story is dazzling: she dropped 
out of Yale, but she went back after hanging 



with shamanesses and eco warriors; 
she sleeps in a tent and books her own 
tours. Elsewhere, it's asserted that 
she's accompanied by "a lazy band of 
loose-limbed artists, bohemians, actors, 
perverts and degenerates" (including 
Michael Gira, who co-produced this album). 
You can hear them all whooping and 
murmuring and fingerpicking in the 
background. Thank god, though, that the 
music almost lives up to the narrative; and 
that's really saying something. In places, 
it's better, and I'm glad of it: lush, juicy, 
toothy, elemental post-folk with occasionally 
astonishing lyrics. 
Jesse Darlin' 



Everyone Is People (Gringo) 

Lords know rock: its absurdities, its power. 
As you'd expect from Gringo's consistently 
whacked roster, they play it deadpan, skewiff, 
agitated and juddering; and they have 
Harvey Milk's dedication to inflating rock's 
ridiculousness to a Bangs-ian scale. 

You can compare opener 'Good Dog Bad 
Dog' -a canine monologue set to an 
hysterical, dramatic, near-prog air -to 
a Shakespearean tragedy about bowel 
movements, while the insane, corrupted 
boogie of T ShookThe Royal Throne' and 
'Horse/Donkey/Mule', whose stumbling 
rhythms constantly threaten collapse, are 
nothing if not single minded in their pursuit 
of rock kicks.This is pure ferrous oxide, pure 
blatant absurdism. Yes, it's stoopid rock, but 
self-reflexively so: The Boat Don't Float' 
collapses and sinks in a whirlpool of dark 
strings; 'Creatures', which is all about 
rapaciousness and the primordial, 
appropriately drags its knuckles. A Pioneer' 
basically reanimates The Fall circa 'What You 
Need'. What more can a discerning 
consumer ask for? 
Daniel Barrow 



The Matthew Herbert Big Band 



There's Me And There's You (Accidental) 

This is proof that the avant-garde doesn't 
havetobeunlistenable(wOOt!).You 
wouldn't necessarily know it, but these 
samples were chosen for their symbolic 
as well as their musical value: 1 00 people 
saying yes, 1 00 matches in a box (where one 
match equals 1 00,000 dead in Iraq; it was 
recorded in the bowels of Parliament, 
naturally) and a McDonalds fillet o' fish, 
to name a few. Despite such innovations, this 
is conservative songwriting in the tradition 
of Cole Porter and Irving Berlin, and that, to 
my mind, is a very good thing: here's some 
hammy, jolly, rah-rah, wartime-era swing jazz 
(one wonders whether the omniscient 
Herbert intended these as a commentary 
upon history repeating itself) that explodes 
into patches of ghostly electronic waltz or 
uproarious bursts of orchestral Midi. There 
are big messages here ( "Note to self. . . Yes! " 
and "We're coming, we're coming, we're 
angry and we're coming'). It's a Broadway 
musical about the end of the world. 
Jesse Darlin' 



Mirror Mirror 



The Society Of The Advancement 
Of Inflammatory Consciousness 
(Half Machine) 

On Mirror Mirror's 'New Horizons', 

a timid strum is followed by a full throttle 

psychedelic progsplosion, and, in some ways, 



this ascent from the folky and the mundane 
to the magical and heavily bearded sums up 
their sound quite well. But, in this age of 
social networking, it's nearly impossible to 
capture the essence of a band's music 
merely by referring to formal elements 
of composition and instrumentation. 

Mirror Mirror are far better assessed 
by the reference points supplied by the 
band online: they cite the computer 
simulation for the world's first 'dynamic' 
skyscraper in Dubai - a monumental 
structure which randomises the individual 
rotation of each of its 70 floors, and which 
is a perfect summary of the fluidity of forms, 
ideas and capital in the rigid modernist 
shell of a high rise building -and they 
include an image of the band in futuristic 
Indian attire, attempting to ritualistically 
reincarnate the spirit of a candy striped 
dolls' house but succeeding only in conjuring 
the anti-Kirk from the mirror universe 
into which the captain, Spock and Scotty 
are swallowed in 1 967's classic Star Trek 
episode (after which the band may or may 
not be named). Jump into this music, and 
you may well find that the floor has swivelled 
into another universe. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 



One Way Ticket To Candyland (Rune 
Grammofon) 

MoHa I 's first album, RausAus Stavanger, 
sounded like (or perhaps just was) a bunch 
of free improv nomads who had heard 
Khanate and deemed themselves worthy of 
a go. The second, Norwegianism, was 
gloopy; the kind of free jazz that you really 
have to work at to eke the personality from. 
Live, earlier this year, they were a high 
velocity argument between hardcore and 
electronics that was closer to The Locust than 
anything from the experimentalists' canon. 
No, shut up a minute - One Way Ticket 
To Candyland contains elements of a//the 
above (the song title Too Smart Enough 
To Think' has gotta be a Khanate nod, for 
one thing). Morten Olsen steers the album 
through crawling hardship, synthetic 
confusion and a brilliant-white joy with the 
kind of free drumming that can only be 
achieved after a great deal of discipline. 
Noel Gardner 



Oh Astro 



Champions Of Wonder (Illegal Art) 

Oh Astro are married couple Jane Dowe 
and Hank Hofler, and, if those names 
aren't already pseudonyms, then maybe 
they should be. In true Illegal Art tradition, 
virtually the only parts of Champions Of 
Wonderlhat aren't uncleared samples 
are the ones where the pair's kids sing 
about robots. Chances are that someone 
would find a reason to sue them, too. 

Equal parts blips, filters and melted 
cheese, Champions OfWonderis woozy 
flu-dream electronica, where pop hooks 
thrash against a viscous sea of shards and 
ghost fragments. 'Hello Fuji Boy' gleefully 
traps Lionel Richie's stalker classic in a 
loop outside that girl's front door, while 
Hot Chip blind him with flashing 8-bit 
colour schemes. On the other hand, 'Candy 
Sun Smiles' sounds like your younger sibling 
jerking the volume knob to Electronic's 
'Getting Away With It', and stays endearing 
for precisely as long. 
Abi Bliss 
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frankenstein's monster 

Words: kicking_k 
Illustration: AnkeWeckmann 

SebastiAn 

A Fine Selection Of Remixes (Because) 

Here's a thought: what about if, in years to 
come, looking to root thru ears into the collective 
brainsickness of these comfortable but troubled 
times, analysts consulted not original creations - 
the art, after all, of an isolated and possibly atypical 
psyche -but remixes? Isn't there more data in 
reading through relationships; in the power play 
which fuels makeover's suspicious affirmation 
or sales-first simplification? 

So: let's imagine a song is a lab-bred animal, 
some kind of sterile parasite only able to reproduce 
through a host. Now clone it. Give each to a rival of 
the scientist who made the prototype. Some will be 
populists and prime the thing as closely as they can 
to surf current trends (risking missing the swell). 
Others will use as a means of expressing some 
long-nurtured theory, feeling or taste (maybe 
proving too individual to appeal widely). Eerily, 
some are doomed to always graft their own face 
on there. Seems to me we could learn a lot from 
what happened next; who was most successful. 

I'm flipping the experiment for right now, 
though. Because what we have here are 17 



different Noughties artists, from Annie to Bloc 
Party, MylotoKelis, remade by one other -it seems 
philistine to deny - artist. And this one has already 
been so successful at it that those collected works, 
which have long oppressed dancefloorsfrom 
Paris outward, act as a curtain-raiser for his own 
debutalbum. 

SebastiAn, for those who haven't had the 
pleasure/pain, is Ed Banger's secret weapon, albeit 
one often brandished carelessly and terrifyingly, 
like an unwound gangster's safety-offed handgun 

A song is a lab-bred 
animal, some kind of 
sterile parasite 

in a rollicking nightboundtaxi. And this, his first 
collection of remixes, is not so much a diplomatic 
tete-a-tete, executive brainstorm or synergistic 
crossover as a cam-phone compilation of attack 
dog videos. Put on yr white coat and disposable 
gloves. We're going inside. 

Subject 01 (Revl9n, Euroclashi Electronicus): 
in native state, is well known for glossy, groomed 
plumage and measured courtship dance. New 
hybrid demonstrated uncontrollable tics, as its 
biological processes are amplified - irregular 
heatbeat pronou need enough to jolt frame, 



metabolicthrum rippling surface of abdomen. Its 
long tones, consequently, are shredded to confetti. 

Subject 02 (Editors, Insultingus Copyista): 
undoctored animal strictly typical of larger phylum; 
revision seems to derive some measure of perverse 
pleasure from its (swollen) bowels. Eyes dilated 
beyond practicality; pulse up; tendency to run in 
enthusiastic circles, gasping, when not supervised. 

Subject 03 (Das Pop, Nocto Hotelbarx): on first 
examination, seemed to hold its already noted, 
somewhat louche behavioural patterns. When 
exposed to UV strobe, however, a startling 
transformation was observed - creature reared 
onto hind legs and, while continuing to croon its 
typical mating song, slammed the full length of 
its body against the walls with liquid aggression. 
Subject 04 (Daft Punk, Edbangus Originsis): 
new variant was allowed to keep broad shape, 
but musculature shifted from basal to extra digital. 
The regularity of its original bioprocesses, seen as 
the exemplary ratio for a nocturnal creature of such 
weight, was fragmented into packets, the wave/ 
groove ousted by an accumulatory series of 
arpeggiated whole body glitches, the system 
somehow continuing to function despite being 
deliberately engineered out of sync. 

It is recommended SebastiAn should receive 
as much public money as is necessary in order to 
continue his experiments. 



Of Montreal 



Skeletal Lamping (Polyvinyl) 

There's a, urn, rich history of lamping in pop 
music, consisting of Flavor Flav, who, in 
1 988, declared that he was "lamping, 
lamping, cold cold lamping "on Public 
Enemy's ItTakes A Nation Of MillionsTo 
Hold Us Back and Kevin Barnes, Of 
Montreal's guylinered (he really does 
resemble Stu from Big Brother 9tf you drop 
your standards) pop savant. Although at no 
point on this new album does Barnes claim 
that he has "loowies"or deny that he is 
"trampin"'. So I guess the jury's out, really. 



Of Montreal's previous album, Hissing 
Fauna, Are You The Destroyer?, was a 
half-classic which opened with a five 
song rainbow burst before tailing off a little 
(I loved it anyway). This one's even less 
focused, the jump cuts abrupt and jarring, 
the songs intentionally smashed to pieces 
and awkwardly reassembled. This means it's 
hard fucking work, but guess what? I like 
hard fucking work! And the chutzpah of a 
skinny, effete indie boy declaring that he is 
"a black she-male "doesn't hurt, either. 
Though perhaps it should. 
Joseph Stannard 



Okkervil River 



The Stand Ins (JagJaguwar) 

What happened to the Okkervil River of 
yore? Their monsters, massacres and gore 
have been replaced by iBooks, flat screen 
televisions and ironic, spoken-sung pop 
biographies ('Pop Lie'). But it's fine, I guess, 
that the murder ballads of the past are 
subsiding to reveal strip-lit, jetlagged 
diary-pieces; there's little point in wanting 
a treasured band to stay the same, always, 
and what's the world without change? 
So assume the role, instead, of the rebel 
in a family of high achievers: "Your great 



grandfather was a great lawyer, and his kid 
made a mint off the war; your father shot 
stills and then directed films that your mum 
did publicity for, " Sheff sputters on 'Singer 
Songwriter'. Or maybe be the one who's on 
the platform as the ocean liner pulls away, 
Sheff closing the books for one last time and 
screaming goodbye ('Blue Tulip'). His lyrics 
are more like the notations of an addled 
journalist than ever as he sabotages his 
pristine copy with marginalia, hunting for the 
affirmative amid the daily grind - so there's 
no need to give up/usfyet. 
Lauren Strain 
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nano loops 

Words: Robin Wilks 
Illustration: Marcus Oakley 

It's called minimal for a reason, you know 

Brain Machine: Brain Machine (Thisisnotanexit) 

Various Artists: Cosmic Balearic Beats Volume One (Eskimo) 

Various Artists: Kuniyuki Remixed (Mule Musiq) 

Mike Shannon: Memory Tree (Plus 8) 

Arctic Hospital: Neon Veils (Lantern) 

Petar Dundov: Escapements (Music Man) 

Los Updates: First If You Please (Cadenza) 

Luomo: Convivial (Huume) 



Autumn shifts to winter, the brisk cold bites, 
and it's the perfect time be transported. Don't 
listen to those who gripe about 'minimal' being 
the 'death' of modern dance music. There is 
no death in it. Simplicity is vital to dance, and 
always has been. It doesn't preclude 
intelligence or progress; at its best, it's about 
brilliant little ideas and a masterful economy 
of detail. The power of repetition, too, is 
huge- immersive and transcendental -and 
it's being employed in ever more ingenious 
and awe-inspiring ways. 

For proof of this power, take a listen to 
Brain Machine's debut. 'Eternal Night' and 
'Pulsations' marry together the trippiest, most 
hypnotic elements of dub techno, Krautrock, 
Kraftwerk and disco, resulting in something 
that transfixes and bewitches. On a similarly 
transportivetip is Eskimo Recordings' Cosmic 
Balearic Beats Volume One, a selection 
of pretty obscure nu-disco treats mixed by label 
co-boss Skinny Joey. It's a fantastic journey that 
takes in a strange, addictive mixture of Eastern 
European fiddle flourishes (Maelstrom's 
'Petrichor'), euphoric space-disco (Homerun's 
'The Killer Storm'), and an irrepressible glam 
rock strut that builds like an acid classic (Rubber 
Room's 'Cockroach'). The mix's latter section 
is more along the lines of twisted disco-pop. 



Takahashi's A// These Things, a 
super-chilled Balearic house album 
with jazz inflections. You can call 

' it coffee table or cocktail bar, but 

in the right frame of mind this stuff 
sounds wonderfully lush. Now comes 

skimo) Kuniyuki Remixed, for which he's 
assembled a top-notch selection of 
reworkers. There's the masterful 
Henrik Schwarz, who turns 'Dear 
African Sky' into a great, swinging 
shuffle; Theo Parrish, whose usual 
trick (jazzy, dark, long) is no less 
powerful for its familiarity; and 

Mathew Jonson's Cobblestone Jazz, whose 

free-associative techno meanderings are the 



Simplicity doesn't 
preclude intelligence; 
it's about brilliant 
little ideas 



perfect match forTakahashi's ' i ne session . 

Jonson crops up again on fellow Canadian 
Mike Shannon's third album, Memory Tree 
(on Richie Hawtin's label, Plus 8), providing 
extra synth programming for scorching techno 
track 'Wolf Module'. There's a hard-to-def ine 
looseness that Jonson and Shannon both 
share - it's partly to do with syncopation, partly 
a very slight jazz influence coming into frame. 
Shannon plays within a tough-edged 
Detroitian framework but is in no way 
constrained by it; it's rare, breezy and luxuriant 
in its sense of freedom. Arctic Hospital's 
second album Neon Veils is also very Detroit 
in feel; its appeal is far from immediate, but 
there'sa mesmeric quality to these tracks, Eric 
Patrick Bray's loops blurring into one another 



in a mannerthat reminds me, above all, of 
Kevin Shields (and, interestingly, itturnsout 
Shannon is also in a shoegaze-y band called 
The World On Higher Downs, as well as having 
played in dreamyfolky collective Semble). 

In truth, it's always great to see someone go 
out on a stylistic limb, embracing stuff that's 
beyond reach of cool points - and Croatian 
Petar Dundov is clearly unafraid to do that. 
Escapements is chock-full of huge, fearlessly 
camp, trance-y arpeggios- and yet it is 
produced with subtlety and depth of feeling. 
It's a record that develops its own stylistic 
theme, passing through a range of inflections 
including classical minimalism, Italo, Jeff Mills- 
ish techno, acid house and ambient. 

While we're on the subject of camp, a word 
about Chileans Los Updates' First If You Please 
(Cadenza), a record that, I guess, was destined 
to be misunderstood, being as it is a big, 
colourful, freaky pop record released on a label 
mostly known for releasing skeletal, abstract 
techno epics. But then again, this is kind of how 
I would imagine label boss Luciano's own 
productions to sound, were they pitched 
squarely at the Euro-pop charts. There's a fair 
amount to get used to: singer Jorge Gonzalez's 
unconventional vocals are kind of unnatural on 
a first listen, and the often wince-inducing, 
pornographic lyrics. But get your head around 
it all and there's a whole lot to love in these big, 
bright and thoroughly individual pop jams. 

Which brings us very neatly to Luomo's 
Convivial. It's flush with name vocalists, and 
turns out to be the best pop-dance crossover 
record I've heard in years. Every track is just 
gorgeous, from the Depeche Mode-ish, heart 
melting synthpop of 'Love You All' (with 
Apparat on vocals) to the lush rap-house 
of 'Nothing Goes Away' and Cassy's deliciously 
brooding vocals on 'Have You Ever'. 
Sumptuously textured, tirelessly inventive 
and packed full of emotional depth, it's 
a record that will see you through the longest, 
most shivery of nights. 
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Parts And Labor 



Receivers (JagJaguwar) 

This is interesting: Parts And Labor have run 
away from their destiny. Following last year's 
Mapmaker, Brooklyn's noise-poppers were 
all set to build upon that record's messianic 
fervour and go fully Arcade Fire on our asses. 
It made sense, even: Dan Friel's roar is the 
roar of a preacherman, and preachermen 
need audiences. Nuh-uh: instead of heading 
for crowded places, Parts And Labor recruited 
eerily cacophonous axelady Sarah Upstate 
and headed off into the woods. Receivers 
is, as such, all troubled, droney textures 
stretching out like a witchy cradle, stripping 
away the bombast and recasting Friel's 
earnest hymnals as apocalyptic fairytales. 
The urgency and quick fire is gone, but we've 
an old, dark enchantment instead. Though by 
way of confusing us all, buried in the thickets 
is the clean shimmer of the ultra-anthemic 
'Nowheres Nigh', strident evidence of a 
future that never happened. 
Andrzej Lukowski 



High Time (Thrill Jockey) 

Pit Er Pat's name seems synonymous with 
the music they create; with slow, steady 
rhythms, they blend styles in a lofty, 
atmospheric manner. Their new record is a 
meandering mix that's home to an elixir of 
exotic instruments: they open with scratchy, 
repetitive male vocals, like broken down 
radio transmissions, before leading us 
through treks of lilting guitars that rollick 
over noisy percussion. The spacious moments 
of psych rock are lively and loose in 
composition; there are sneers and snarls, 
pulses and whirrs. When Fay Davis-Jeffers' 
vocals come into play they're delicate, 
childlike and lost. High Time is ethereal, it's 
ominous; it's like a ghosttown. There are 
moments, too, of deranged joy, as walls of 
background noise protrude and jabber with 
distorted ambient sounds and archaic synths. 
Then, Pit Er Patfall into kaleidoscopic 
fairgrounds, whizzing and looping, 
everything slightly off key; they clatter over 
hypnotic arpeggios, and come to an end. 
Emily Graham 



Porn/Merzbow 



And The Devil Makes Three (Truth Cult) 

The close kinship between noise and metal 
has always been pretty obvious (by now 
surely everyone's heard the anecdote about 
Wolf Eyes sitting in their chalet at All 
Tomorrow's Parties watching a Manowar 
DVD all afternoon, right?) Here, Japan's 
most extreme and experienced noise maker 
MasamiAkita-aka Merzbow-makes 
this connection about as explicit as it 
gets by teaming up with US power trio 
Porn (featuringThe Melvins' Dale Crover 
on drums). 

Merzbow has tried this kind of thing 
before, on collaborations with drone metal 
outfit Boris -but there's much less of the 
magpie avant-garde in these grossed out 
stoner jams. Basically, this is noise as guitar 
solo -with Merzbow revelling in the role of 
self-indulgent wank-peddler. Porn do their 
best to lay heavy, bonehead riff-beds; but the 
scree of raging feedback overkill is so 
ferocious that, at times, you're left with just a 
vague suggestion of melody and the odd 
cymbal crash. Sure, it's slightly silly- but are 
you going to tell them that? 
Daniel Spicer 



in the studio: porn 

I watched: "Dale Crover destroy a 
perfectly nice set of Tympani drums." 
I made: "A nice crucifix sculpture 
from all the guitar strings I burnt 
through while working on the album. 
It hung over us while mixing." 
I wished: "Upon a star one night. My 
wish didn't come through, though, as 
it was not the Morning Starthat I had 
wished upon. I slept alone that night." 
I missed: "Japanese food upon my 
return to the States, though in Japan 
they just call it food." 
I discovered: "That Masami is quite 
the cook. He makes a mean lemon 
chicken, butwithoutthe chicken. 
So I guess that you can say he makes 
a mean lemon. A master chef." 
(Tim Moss) 



Plastic Little 



Welcome To The Jang House (Halftime) 
This Phil ly outfit hit the fun times hard; the 
beats are snapped, the bass is always of the 
sub variety and, following the party tradition, 
Welcome To The Jang House is tasteless (and 
hilarious). Just as the 2 Live Crew cut 
partying down to its primary urges, and just 
as fellow booty lubricators Spank Rock (who 
guest on the album) inject the bounce, 
Plastic Little channel aggression and attitude 
through a heavy use of crappy keyboard 
sounds and overdriven beats. When it's this 
dirty- as on 'Boyz' and 'Rap 0' Clock' - it's 
unstoppable; and the use of the 'Thriller' 
synth line in 'CheapThrills' makes for the 
best dance tune this year. 

Sometimes .though, the beats don't 
match the viciousness of the raps, and 
when this happens they're as everyday 
as the current gamut of US bands wearing 
American Apparel, aping disco and Jesus 
Jones. Thankfully, these moments are few, 
and, as a whole, this record will keep the 
party going long and hard. 
Jonathan Falcone 



The Camel's Back (Domino) 

Here are 1 2 new songs, like a three-by-four 
grid of their old ones, as terrorised by Andy 
Warhol: some are darker, some brighter; each 
is sharper, more melodically concise.They've 
grown up. Now, there are fewer meows 
and squeaks- instead, there are more 
lingering organs and pizzicato, and 
everything is executed with a very 
post-pubescent, coolheaded moxie. You'll 
notice a layer of sadness forming. It's difficult 
to explain, but on some of the album's most 
Psapp-canonical tracks - like the title track, 
with all its bells and whistles - everything 
fitssowe//together, is so airtight, that Galia 
Durant's voice seems to have nowhere to 
go. It thrums against the walls, eerily 
lullabyish, breathing, "Who is going to want 
me now? You have crushed me dry". 
It seems infernal to be returning to a cat 
analogy for a band so obsessed with felines. 
But still. For 'Psapp', noun, see: kitten, 
roughly boxed and shunted into an alley; 
the sweetest face, the loneliest sound. 
Meryl Trussler 



Jonas Reinhardt 



Jonas Reinhardt (Kranky) 

Heavily indebted to Seventies Krautrock, 
Tangerine Dream or Cluster and split into 
short pop instrumentals, this is akin to 



.der my stylus: cadence we 

iTt't The Beastie Boys 

Paul's Boutique (Capitol) 

"My favourite albums are 

ones that have a goal and 

achieve it. In the case of 
;• f- Paul's Boutique, the goal 

- was probably to create a 
great party soundtrack and document the lifestyle of a young 
Brooklynite during the era of Ed Koch. It has an alive sense of youth 
to it that isn't matched by many other records: songs about hitting 
people with eggs, girls, stealing cars and hopping trains, all done up 
with surrealism grabbed from their lyrical influences {"Reading On 
The Road by my man Jack Kerouac", "I'm just chillin', like Bob Dylan"). 
While some criticise the Beasties for having outdated references or 
goofy subject matter, during this period their grasp of social structure 
was never more relevant. They touch on every aspect of young life in 
Brooklyn with a sly deconstruction of commonly accepted hip-hop 
values and slang terminology. 

"The production is still significantly ahead of its time. Predating 
sample clearance, the Dust Brothers created a wild sound collage that 
finishes sentences, switches drum breaks and piles ideas on top of 
each other. It's still thrilling to listen to, mostly because it mirrors the 
rebellious position of the Beasties by eschewing structure for texture 
and energy. The reason why the Dust Brothers close 'Shadrach' with 
one bar of 'The Funky Drummer' by James Brown and use an echoed 
chop of 'Good Times' by Chic could be both an acknowledgement of 
the old guard and satire of their redundancy. That said, this record 
doesn't sound anything like the ones before or after it." 
(Rollie Pemberton) 



discovering a disc of glorious offcuts from 
Bowie's Heroes, only a darn sight more 
beatific. Reinhardt hails from California 
and listening to this is like diving into 
a succession of blue pools beneath a blazing 
hot sun. It's too propulsive to be termed 
'ambient' in anyway; it's the perfect 
soundtrack, in fact, forThe Man Who Fell to 
Earth's West Coast bachelor pad. There's the 
occasional slip into limpid mood music; in 
places, it sounds like the synth soundtrack to 
a particularly grisly piece of Eighties Doctor 
Who. On the whole, though, this is perfect for 
playing beneath a lightbox, for the darkest of 
night flights. 
Euan Andrews 



School Of Seven Bells 



Alphinisms (Ghostly International) 

Today, it's show and tell. This lithe and 
exotic-looking three piece know their way 
around a crescendo. 'Wired For Light' and 
'For Kalaja Mari' slowburn around their 
own silences, gathering pace and intensity; 
harmonies flicker around harmonies. 
They raze all emotion to the ground, leaving 
hollow hearts to beat in overheated rib 
cages. From white noise, they extrapolate 
songs, forms and structures; they hold them 
up with chilling columns of synthesisers, 
serene vocals and monotonic bass lines. 
Influences come and go. 

Soundalikes form; they limp along to 
the end of the tongue and are extinguished 
upon contact with the outside world, 
smashed away with a snare drum, tight 
and cool as the school master's whip. Fleet 
Foxes. Joy Division. St Etienne. Au Revoir 
Simone. Effi Briest. Hello and goodbye, 
one and all. 
HayleyAvron 



Damian Schwartz 



Party Lovers (Net 28) 

With such diacritic heavy song titles and 
an album title that should sound perfect 
shouted by a DJ at five in the morning at 



Benicassim, Damian Schwartz should be 
making joyful, Balearic bangers. Instead, his 
way with a gently invasive snare and some 
unobtrusive but omnipresent beats suggests 
he's passed Villalobos 101 with flying 
colours. This is music to move to. Of course, 
that's a disingenuous statement for anything 
emerging from beneath the 'dance' 
umbrella; but if you insist upon listening to 
this motionless it can become dull and 
stupefying. 'Dos Dias Despues' meanders 
around the same witless synth melody for 
seven minutes; but, on a brisk walk, the 
shivering rhythm and vibrating yawns of 'Tito 
Estuvo Aqui' are pleasantly hypnotic. But 
Schwartz's sounds lack invention and depth; 
this is data entry dance, motivation only for 
getting on with a repetitive task. 
Thorn Gibbs 



Squarepusher 



Just A Souvenir (Warp) 

So, not only is bendyTom Jenkinson's new 
album reasonable and personable, it is also 
very good fun indeed - as though the 
Squarepusher bass monster is still 
apologising unnecessarily for Warp's 
involvement in the initially dim-witted 
concept of intelligent dance music. He 
doesn'twantto party in 19/18 time so 
much as make us inhale poppers before 
dragging us 'round a house party where 
King Crimson, The Cardiacs and Devo are 
all hard at work. 

Apparently, this party vibe came to him 
in a dream about an ultra-gig - it included a 
giant fluorescent coat hanger, a full size 
replica of the Camden Falcon, a five piece 
band featuring an Eskimo on drums, a 
Spanish guitar that controls time and an 
amplified Venus fly trap. Musically, this 
begins where the ambitious Ultra Visitor 
disembarked; and it's shot through with the 
berserk spirit of Go Plastic, proving that 
getting down and dumbing down are two 
distinct entities. 
John Doran 
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The All New 
Adventures of Us 

Best Loved 
Goodnight Tales 
(One Little Indian) 

Not a band, but a 
sitcom; or maybe a sitcom who formed 
a band. Northampton's very own Friends. 
The Ross of the group mourns a world gone 
sad ("Does anyone remember laughter?') 
and makes dreadful admissions ( "I know 
a girl with two grazed knees and I like her'), 
while the others marshal a fearlessly militant 
twee.(SM) 





A Place To Bury 
Strangers 

A Place To Bury 
Strangers (Rocket 

■i r 4 1 Girl) 

B»B'~-iFfc !T. . B Beautiful dirge which 
owes as much to proto-grungers Wipers 
as it does to My BloodyValentine. Nihilistic 
chainsaw noise befriends suspiciously 
cute melodies: the results are sometimes 
awkward, mostly brutal. At its worst 
when aping Joy Division, but generally a 
fucking triumph. (TG) 

Business Lady 

Torture Footage 
(Load) 

I'm pretty cautious 
about San Diego's 
Business Lady upon 
reading them describe themselves as 
"steampunk". I'm pretty relieved when it 
becomes clear that this was almost certainly 
some obtuse joke.Thirdly, I'm pretty taken 
with what's left: pace-y, crypto-gothic circus 
clang, like if Cardiacs and Sleepytime 
Gorilla Museum were HC kids. (NG) 

Chanty Poe 

I Yeahh!(Hottwerk) 

ME Hh There's something 
V^T^"r|f endearing about a 
band who feature 
the cut up sample of 
an MCspitting, "Chanty Poe don't give a 
fuck! "and then excising the offending 
word. That said, this is a satisfying blend of 
uncomplicated, post Justice/Goose/Alex 
Gopher hard electro. (JD) 

Cranes 

Cranes 
(Dadaphonic) 

Shoegaze stalwarts 
Cranes' ninth album 
confirms three things 
that have always been true about the 
Portsmouth dream poppers: 1 (Alison Shaw's 
kidnapped-infant vocals are still front and 
centre; 2) many of their arrangements are 
almost impossibly pretty; 3) they'll never be 
quite as good as Cocteau Twins. (CL) 

Dark Captain 
Light Captain 

Miracle Kicker (Loaf) 

There are all sorts of 
S shifting reference points 

here -The Association 
via Kings Of Convenience, Hood gone Sixties 
pop, and nearly every band that took Kid A 
as the origin of rock'n'roll. A sweetness 
infuses every song as the vocal harmonies 
blend over the crisp, acoustic-electric 
arrangements. (NR) 

72 | plan b 








The Dears 

Missiles 
(Dangerbird) 

IHg^ Whatever the hell 

Murray Lightburn did 
to make four 
bandmates mutiny during Missiles' 
apparently nighmarish recording, it's 
restored the old grump's powers.The 
preaching, moaning and indie jingle jangle 
are gone; all that remains is a hopeful 
electronic haze, like seaspray in the 
morning sun. (AL) 

4B Eat Static 
Back To Earth 
(Interchip 

Warmly double-dipped 
in cursive loops, Merv 
Pepler maintains a 
steadily rippling gait. He veers off at 
tangents from the ambient techno 
launchpad, introducing relaxed jazz 
meanders, mashed-up Cuban forays 
and a dollop of chilled, festival-friendly 
dubstep.(RF) 

Essie Jain 

The Inbetween (Leaf) 

For her second record, 
Essie Jain has cast aside 
the sparse, bare-bones 
style of her superb 
debut in favour of more expansive 
arrangements. It's a shame, because these 
songs have little of the old mystique. Still, 
the melodies are robust, Jain's vocals as 
powerful as ever. (CL) 

Friedman And 
Liebezeit 

Secret Rhythms 3 
(Nonplace) 

Can's metronomic 

drummer and Burnt 
Friedman are at it again, whispering 
and whuffling dub-styled matter and 
frazzled chickawacka guitars over hypnotic 
percussion. It's infectiously electric, from its 
quivering technical cleverness to its 
floorfilling properties. (RF) 

Hayden 

In Field And Town 

(Hardwood/ 

Universal) 

Possibly the best kept 
secret in a country full 
of well kept secrets, Canada's Hayden (born 
Paul Hayden Desser) crafts pitch-perfect alt 
pop out of simple acoustic arrangements 
and understated lyricism, avoiding dull 
generalities by drawing emotion from 
specific situations. Proof that simplicity 
can't conceal sophistication when it comes 
tosongwriting.(CL) 

Her Space 
Holiday 

XOXO, Panda And 
The New Kid 
' Revival (Wichita) 

In which mopey Casio 
tinkler Marc Bianchi ditches the electronics 
and the attitude and comes over all early 
Wilco on us. Man, what if it turned out 
he was just allergic to keyboards all along? 
Weird. Anyway, this is lovely, warm, earthy 
stuff- music for struttin' in the sunshine. 
(AL) 








Ludo Mich and 
-', Blood Stereo 

UBbT From Tapes And 

il [i Throats (Giant Tank) 
QpflpP Brighton-based avant 
noise unit Blood 
Stereo team up with Belgian Fluxus sound 
maker Mich to make this, partly recorded in 
the studio, partly at 2006's Instal festival. The 
title of track 'Awesome Alien Stew' provides 
perhaps the perfect description of this audio 
landscape; all croaking vocal chirrups and 
steady disintegration. (EA) 

Mia Vigar 

True Adventures 
Happen Inside Your 
Head (Hungry 
Audio) 

Mia Vigar wraps old 
ivories, psychedelic guitar and toy box 
electronics around an unashamedly 
pop soul. The clashing sounds fail as 
often as they succeed, and True 
Adventures. . . elicits the same lucky-dip 
excitement as reaching into a pocket 
full of forgotten possessions. (CL) 

The Sontaran 
Experiment 

The Sontaran 
Experiment 
(Undergroove/ 
Future Noise) 

Yes, they're named after the mid-Seventies 
Doctor Who episode, but a Radiophonic 
Workshop tribute band this isn't. 
Across three tracks and one hour, 
The Sontaran Experiment split the 
difference between familiar re- 
contextualisation and enjoyable variation, 
creating a kind of free association zone; 
vocals are anguished and high-pitched, 
while slabs of feedback crush down like 
weighted doors. Genres mean less 
than ever. (NR) 

iJ Mavis Staples 

HopeAtThe 
Hideout (Anti-) 

Gospel legend and 
civil rights activist 
Mavis Staples tears 
up the Hideout with a stripped down 
three piece and a couple of backing 
singers. Her voice is a call to arms; all the 
power and faith of gospel, channelled 
into protest song and raw rock'n'roll with 
the swampy bass walking alongside. (JDa) 

Throats/the_ 
Network 

Notes From The 
Turncoat Campaign 
(Holy Roar) 

This is probably 
the sound Andy Falkous wakes up with 
in his head every morning, setting him 
up for a day of horror and disgust directed 
at everything. But there's still the vague 
hope that yelling over a maelstrom of 
screeching guitars and death-drums 
might make it better, somehow. (TG) 

Brief notes by Euan Andrews, 
Jesse Darlin', John Doran, 
Richard Fontenoy, Noel Gardner, 
Thorn Gibbs, Chris Lo, Andrzej 
Lukowski, Shane Moritz, 
Ned Raggett 







1 




Talibam! 



Live At The Tonic, New York (Blackest 
Rainbow) 

Let's be honest here. Coming as part of a very 
limited edition run (of 1 00 CD-Rs), your 
chances of hearing this mind-melting, 40 
minute improv spew from Brooklyn's free 
noise funsters - in trio mode of Kevin Shea 
(panic attack drums), Matt Mottel (maimed 
electronics) and Ed Bear (bellowing just 
to be heard above all the sax) -are, at best, 
remote. Hell, there were probably more 
people there listening on the night.This 
is a shame, because there's something 
happening here; specifically, a rare instance 
where the oft-touted connection between 
the modern noise scene and a free jazz 
heritage is pretty devastatingly on display. 
Energy levels are permanently in the red, and 
the instruments are tortured to their very 
limits; while the fuzzy recording sound 
initially makes this seem like musical 
primitivism, when you really begin listening 
you'll hear sophisticated interplay going on. 
Seekthis out; it'll give you a good rinse. 
Euan Andrews 



Various Artists 



Living Bridge (Rare Book Room) 

Most of the bands featured on this double 
disc compilation are, one suspects, more or 
less the same bands that people who don't 
usually read this publication think it's 
devoted to. Heck, if all Plan B ever did was 
feature Black Dice, Silver Jews, Rings and 
Deerhunter, that'd still be a better lineup 
than elsewhere on most o' WH Smiths' 
shelves, but, basically, this stuff constitutes 
a demographic now; one which this Brooklyn 
studio has unwittingly had a hand in 
fermenting. This isn't a nark session: there's 
plenty of decent stuff in here and, aside from 
the Silver Jews track, all of these songs are 
unreleased (and, oddly, crossfaded into one 
another). Highlights-wise, Tara Jane O'Neil 
and The Naysayer contribute exemplary 
white-witch folk; and Living Bridge's 
arguable wild card, Fischerspooner, donates 
syrupy synth-wave that probably doesn't 
sound like you'd expect. 
Noel Gardner 



Wilderness 



(K)no(w)here (JagJaguwar) 

In the mid Nineties, half of Baltimore quartet 
Wilderness played in a band called Don 
Martin 3; they dealt in an uncomfortably 
intense, post-Revolution Summer emo of 
the type normally found in manila envelopes 
or sleeves with etched artwork. Wilderness, 
who came into being in 2001 and are now 
on their third album, share few 
characteristics with their previous 
incarnation - except their tastes for vocal 
high drama and the kind of bombast that 
conveys a lonesome frustration rather than 
overweening ego. 

Processing and repetition are effectively 
used as instruments, the band badgering 
new life into the kinda-tired spectacle of 
dub jams interpreted by White Boys With 
Guitars. (Kjno(w)herebas an American 
heart and something of decade-old 
post-rock to it; but it also suggests TalkTalk 
and British, big coat post-punk; it seems 
Wilderness chose their name with 
consideration. I wish they'd ditch their 
rubbishy, sub-Black Dice Mario Paint 
artwork, though. 
Noel Gardner 
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songs of experience 

Words: Jon Dale 

Illustration: Hanna Wieslander 

Robert Wyatt 

Rock Bottom/Ruth Is Stranger Than Richard/Nothing Can 
Stop Us/Old Rottenhat/Dondestan Revisited/Shleep/EPs/ 
Cuckooland/Live At Drury Lane (Domino) 

OK. Robert Wyatt. The first thing you should know is, 
every note on these records is a note you should hear. 
The second thing you should know is, Wyatt's 
masterpiece, Rock Bottom, heads up this canon: 
a gorgeously unsettling underwater song suite, it's limber, 
loving, sweet, turbulent, adrift on seesawing drones 
and deeply affecting. Got that? Good. 

The legend of Wyatt rests on his first group, Soft 
Machine, and on Rock Bottom; but ultimately, this 
new reissue series highlights Wyatt's few truly solo records. 
Old Rottenhat and Dondestan. Recorded entirely alone, 
they document his struggle with the global politics of 
the time and his discomfort with the grim reality of 
'being English' under Thatcher's 
rule. They're knitted together with 
knotty piano, cheap keyboards 
and Wyatt's pattering percussion, 
which lends them the air of homespun 
arts and crafts; they frame Wyatt's 
sharpest invective against the global 
reach and repercussions of capital 
and Empire. 

'The Age Of Self, for example, is 
eerily prescient of neo-liberalism's rule ("There's people 
doing 'frightfully well', there's others on the shelf/But 
never mind the second kind, this is The Age Of Self") . 
But Wyatt's not partisan - he's aware of the hard left's 
internal struggles. 'The Age of Self mentions media 
magnate Robert Maxwell and Marxism Today editor 
Martin Jacques in the same breath; Dondestan's 'CP 
Jeebies' comments on factional behaviour in the 
Communist Party. 

Borrowing from Coltrane's 'A Love Supreme', 
Old Rottenhafs 'Gharbzadegi' tackles cultural 
imperialism: listening to Wyatt's Eighties records, 
it struck me that here Wyatt performs 'solo' but 
assembles a cast of absent collaborators whose songs 
he interprets in response to cultural imperialism. I can 
think of few other performers with Wyatt's reach: who 
else has taken in songs from Peter Gabriel (on activist 
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The songs are 
reminders, 
rejoinders, 
diary entries 



Steve Biko), or Elvis Costello and CliveLanger(onthe 
everyday impact of the Falklands War), alongside 
songs written by La Nueva Cancion singers Violeta 
Parra and Victor Jara, and Cuban folk singer Pablo Milanes? 
Who else would write a beautifully mournful song named 
'Amber And The Amberines' after the US's dress rehearsal 
for full-scale invasion of Grenada and the Grenadines, 
in part hymning Grenadian Marxist political party, the 
New Jewel Movement? 

If this is heady stuff, it's because these were heady 
times. But what times aren't? Listening back to this 
music can feel eerie, not just because Wyatt's voice 
is so close in your ear, but because the songs are 
reminders, rejoinders, diary entries -journalism, but 
not pejoratively so. If you need a crash course (or a hard 
lesson) in how to do politics in pop properly, here you 
have it-and if anyone tells you the writing is simplistic, 
the messages dated, then remind 
them that clarity communicates, 
and that in the Eighties, Wyatt was 
rare in his address of the 'wounds 
of Empire' via a clutch of songs and 
a wheezy old keyboard. 

After these moments of loneliness, 
Shleep and Cuckooland return 
Wyatt to communal creation: with 
figures like Brian Eno, Annie 
Whitehead, Paul Weller and Phil Manzanera on board, 
it's a good crew. The politics are still there, but there's 
more address of the personal, the domestic. They're 
essential, of course. 

But for now, I keep returning to Wyatt's Eighties 
period, for its sharpness, its sadness, and its political 
fury. Because these records contain songs that, in 
their baldness and honesty about the conditions of 
humanity, about the things people do to one another, 
about the abuse metered out in the name of Empire, 
tell you more about the world -your world- than most 
any other music I've heard. And Wyatt's found a way 
to navigate this world with a grace and an intelligence 
that's directly reflected in his songs: in their generosity 
and character and wit, but also in their unflinching, 
unsparing commentary. 

So hear them all, and live a better life. 



Pascal Comelade 



The No Dancing (Because) 

At the time, French-Catalan performer/ 
songwriter Pascal Comelade's Eighties 
records were some of the most gorgeously 
sentimental, moist-eyed records I'd heard, 
particularly his delightful Detail 
Monochrome. The No Dancing compiles 
highlights from his Nineties and Noughties 
records, though, after he'd found a certain 
infamy- and if the Eighties were about 
exploring the possibilities of his singular 
toy instrument orchestra, subsequent 
years were about consolidation and 
collaboration, with the voices of PJ Harvey, 
Jac Berrocal, Robert Wyatt and Faust's 
Jean-Herve Peron appearing here. 

Comelade's songs can be sad, dejected 
things, but they're always leavened by a 
sense of play- witness his frivolous, joyous 
cover of Brian Eno's nursery rhyme, 'Put 
A Straw Under Baby'. Harvey's vocal turn 
is probably the sales pitch, but to be honest 
it's a bit too melodramatic, and a rare 
stumble from Comelade's usual mastery 
of emotional poise -Wyatt's much better on 
a quizzical 'September Song'. 
Jon Dale 



Creedence Clearwater Revival 



Creedence Clearwater Revival 
(Universal) 

Bayou Country (Universal) 
Green River (Universal) 
Willy And The Poor Boys (Universal) 
Cosmo's Factory (Universal) 
Pendulum (Universal) 
Creedence is Creedence is Creedence, man! 
Need I say more? Sure! Rooted in pioneering 
rhythm and blues, Creedence could really 
choogle. Some may have choogled harder, 
but few ever choogled the anti-war crusades 
like Creedence did; and to do it so efficiently! 
Had they been as passionate about disco as 
they were about, say, the Bayou, they could 
have been bigger than Donna Summers. 
'Chameleon', a throwaway by their 
own standards, provides enough gold 
to mine for someone like The Saints -whose 
second and third albums seem profoundly 
indebted to this horn-pricked raver. These 
tunes have never sounded so rich and 
slamming as now. Global economy taps 
a version of this, and the world's woes 
are sorted. 
Shane Moritz 



Julie Felix 



First, Second And Third: Complete 
Decca LPs 1964-1966 (RPM-Retro) 

She may not quite have the voice of Joan 
Baez, but sweet lord, neither is (or was) 
Julie Felix so fuckin' irritating. This 41 -track 
collection -comprising, as the title suggests, 
her first three albums - clarifies why she was 
the first solo folk act to sign to sign to a 
British major label shortly after arriving 'pon 
these shores from California in 1 964. At a 
time when, as the sleeve notes put it, most 
record labels thought folk "meant Balkan 
milkmaids singing in unison ".Felix was 
turning her rich yet understated vocals to 
these covers of Guthrie, Dylan, Donovan, 
Seeger and Jansch, as well as a couple of 
originals. Somewhere between Melanie and 
Buffy Sainte-Marie, it's enjoyable and 
frequently enchanting stuff; the stripped 
back sound of the first two discs representing 
her finest hour. 
Marcus O'Dair 
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If there's no 
future, how can 
there be sin? 



queer theories 

Words: Daniel Barrow 
Illustration: Elliott Elam 

Various Artists 

Dreams Come True: Classic First Wave Electro 
1982-1987 (Domino) 

Jon Savage knows a thing ortwo about 
dreams: as the author of England's Dreaming, 
he was the foremost chronicler of punk's 
Utopian moment. As Savage himself has 
pointed out, disco, punk's most hated genre, 
was, in its own way, a Utopian movement: 
it created a cultural space in which gay and 
female liberation could be enacted as a norm, 
in which rock's patriarchal assumptions held 
no power. Co-existing in New York with early 
hip hop and the downtown avant garde 
scene (both Grandmaster Flash and Sonic 
Youth played the Danceteria, namechecked 
here in C-Bank's gloriously OTT 'Get Wet'), 
disco's commercialisation, and the new 
electro-pop flooding in from Europe, 
gave birth to the harder, nastier sound of 
electro, documented here- with obvious 
relish -by Savage. 

Those European roots showthrough 
on the earliest track, the 1 2-inch version of 
Yazoo's 'Situation', which matches Alison 
Moyet's sexually ambiguous vocals against 
bubbling synths and a stern drum machine. 
The transatlantic transformation is enacted 
with Larry Levan's extraordinary remix of 
Class Action's 'Weekend' (originally 



released on Arthur Russell's Sleeping Bag 
Records): eight minutes of alternately 
skittering and squelching synths, handclaps, 
a relentless bassline, exploding syn-drums 
and disco strings backing up an hysterically 
sassy vocal - "I'LL FIND SOMEONE, SOMEBODY 
WHO WANTS MY BODY, BA-BY!"Such 
forthright carnality is profligate in these 
tracks, coupled with compulsive danceability 
and relentless innovation; free as they are 
of ironic quotation marks, to today's ears 
they sound utterly compelling and 
downright bizarre. 'Love Ride', by Nuance 
and Vikki Love, plays sledgehammer beats 
against hilariously cheesy vocals; Pamela 
Joy's 'Think Fast' has congas, shakers and 
nagging disco guitars driving home the 
message that "there's always someone 
to take your place, " and there's The Latin 
Rascals' 'Lisa's Coming', where, ahem, 
'suggestive' moaning, relentlessly 
arpeggiated synths and vocal cut-ups point 
toward Chicago house. The intent is made 
patently, almost embarrassingly, clear: 'a bit 
of the old in-out, in-out', anonymously and 
without consequences. 

This admixture of highly synthetic music 
and, um, organic concerns may strike the 
listener as incongruous, but the effect is 
more interesting than that: the all-pervasive 
electronics both amplify and mutate sexuality, 
mirroring the body's squelches and slithers, 
while simultaneously pointing toward a vision 
of a Deleuzo-Guattarian, electronic 'body 



without organs' which would be refined by 
the likes of Mr Fingers and the second wave 
of Detroit techno. This is most evident on Klein 
And MBO's 'Dirty Talk (European 
Connection)', originally released in 1982, 
where only an occasional disco rhythm guitar 
disturbs what is otherwise a serene glide that 
looks back to the austerely lush eroticism of 
'I Feel Love' and forward to the machine 
melancholy of 'Blue Monday'; vocals, the 
very mark of organic presence, are subject 
throughout the album to vocoders, filters and 
machine cut ups. As Stylus scribe Mark Fisher 
wrote of Giorgio Moroder's productions, "By 
suspending rock's male-derived climax-based 
libidinal economy", these songs, in all their 
pulp vulgarity, construct an "eternal Now", an 
alternative model of sexuality that makes the 
rejection of reproduction -the primary so- 
called 'sin'of homosexuals -its very locus. 
The heretical question that resounded 
through England's Dreaming-" If there's no 
future, how can there be sin?" - is taken here 
for the norm, and the results are rapturous, 
energising, brilliant. 

This collection spans the boom years of 
New York's gay culture; by the time closer 
'Silent Morning' by Noel was released, in 1987, 
the ravages of AIDS were already common 
knowledge. Savage, who is openly gay, surely 
feels the loss, judging by this last selection, 
which recounts a night of hedonism and the 
morning after: "I wake up and you're not by 
my side. ..Howcould our love have died?" 



Philip Glass 



Glass Box: A Nonesuch Retrospective 
(Nonesuch) 

If one riff was enough to last Bo Diddley an 
entire career, then Philip Glass has done 
as well with just four notes. What Keith 
Potter calls Glass's "arpeggio machine" 
in the sleevenotes of this lavish, 1 CD 
retrospective has conveyed him from 



raga-influenced headfuck minimalism 
to being a staple of un-schmaltzy but 
easily digestible soundtracks for the likes 
of Candyman and The Truman Show. 
Luckily, those four notes have hung out 
in some pretty interesting places on 
the way. 

Little outdoes 1 969 opener Music 
In Contrary Motion for transcendence 



melting into terror; its quavers are like 
a super switched-on Bach, reminiscent 
of a church organist ripping through 
computer punchcards. 

But, if you can stomach the 
thought of an opera called Einstein On The 
Beach- Glass's plotless, number-chanting 
1 976 reinvention -then press on, for the 
planet-sized dread that accompanies the 



soundtrack to 1 982's Koyaanisqatsi, for 
the epic daftness of Allen Ginsberg's 
spouting on 1990's Hydrogen Jukebox 
and, most of all, for the genius and 
rigour and occasional bombast of 
one who understands that it's not about 
the size of your stave, but what you do 
with it. 
Abi Bliss 
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Various Artists 

The Radiophonic Workshop (Mute) 

BBC Radiophonic Music (Mute) 

BBC Radiophonic Workshop: A Retrospective (Mute) 

Hooray! Four lots of Radiophonic reissue goodness, marred 
only by Mute and the BBC's continual fudging of the 
archives- why not just condense all this stuff into one boxed set? Given that 
the first two volumes of Workshop music for Doctor Who remain available 
while the latter two are out of print, it seems that the BBC/Mute release 
schedule is as makeshift as (though somewhat less loveable than) the 
pioneering electronic art of Delia Derbyshire, Paddy Kingsland, Malcolm 
Clarke, John Baker and Dick Mills. For a certain kind of odd individual, 
Radiophonic music, with all its eeriness, cuteness and soulf ulness, guarantees 
a good tug on the heartstrings; part of these recordings' wonder is that they 
witness the birth of something hitherto unknown within the cosy confines of 
a British institution - the shock of the new emerging from a world of Arran 
pullovers, horn-rimmed spectacles and geekish enthusiasm. 

The BBC Radiophonic Workshop was first issued in 1 971 , featuring 
predominantly new material with entries by Mills ('Adagio') and Glynis Jones 
('Veils And Mirrors') proving especially beguiling. BBC Radiophonic Music 
was released in 1 968 to commemorate the Workshop's tenth year and is 
dominated by Derbyshire and Baker, which means this early electronic album 
resonates within the history of female and queer creativity, often sounding 
remarkably like Matmos. BBC Radiophonic Workshop: A Retrospective is a 
two disc overview of the Workshop's achievements, taking in incidental 
music, themes and sound effects. Yes, it's essential; now excuse me while 
I wipe away this tear. 
Joseph Stannard 



Landed 



How Little Will It Take (Load) 

Sam McPheeters, probably the best writer 
ever to have been born from American 
hardcore, contributes liner notes to this 
compilation of magic moments by 
Providence grizzlies Landed. Actually, 
it's a decade-old zine extract, which 
deals with having to perform after 
Landed once their frontman, Dan 
St Jacques, has (deliberately) set himself 
on fire and suffered fairly serious burns. 
There's a photo of the incident on the rear 
sleeve, while the CD booklet features a 
penis and a man pushing his face into a 
pie. Now you'll be thinking that Landed 
were childish, attention-seeking would-be 
provocateurs; but hey, guess how much 
I care whether or not you benefit your life 
with the addition of one of the very finest 
combinations of noise and rock, with a 
titanic flagship for the good label Load, 
with a demonstration of how hatred 
and joy inflame the same synapses. Most 
likely it's about as much as Landed do. 
Noel Gardner 



The Long Blondes 



Singles (Angular) 

Singles collections are like directions 
from the AA: begin with the obvious, 
head somewhere off-kilter in the middle 
and then end up roughly 'round about 
where you'd hoped. This particular 
compilation charts The Long Blondes from 
when I first saw them play to 1 people in 
a converted church hall to when vocalist 
Kate Jackson channelled the spirit of Debbie 
Harry, in sparkly hotpants, onstage in 
front of hundreds of Saturday night 
drinkers; and they knew all the words 
and the moves. 

Thin, reedy beginner singles like 
'New Idols' could have been recorded in 
any decade; they give way to moments 
of dark, monotonous drone-pop ('Automony 
Boy') via 'Darts' - a momentary lapse from 
the icy poise of Lust In The Movies'. 
Of course, there are also the pop H ITZ, in 
early form ('Giddy Stratospheres'); and all 



this before the world tours and songwriting 
with Erol Alkan. Simple. Pure. Pop. 
Natalie Boxall 



Heaven's End (Reactor) 
Fade Out (Reactor) 

What a world, what a world, what a big 
world to be drowned in: Loop were always 
just a little scarier and darker, just a little 
more engulfing and hostile than Spacemen 3 
and other space rock kosmonauts of the 
late Eighties - and these reissues of their 
first two albums remind you just how 
unearthly the fuzz and scrape and wah 
and throb they stacked up really was in 
those skinny tighttimes. Heaven'sEnd 
is outright hostile-to-reality, an instant 
acid hit to the temple, the album that 
Psychocandy cou\d only play at being: 
by the time of Fade Out they were finding 
silence and funk in their whorl of sound - 
stick 'Black Sun' on and groove on the 
motorik genius of the drums, their 
lightness and space.The best Loop 
tracks aren't here (their unbelievable 
covers of 'Thief Of Fire' and 'Mother Sky' 
can be found on the essential Black Sun 
and Collision EPs, or find the mighty 
ffema/singles comp on vinyl), but view 
these reissues as a launchpad into the 
blackest of holes, the most tripped out 
singularity. Main's HydraEP next, 
please. Cheers. 
NeilKulkarni 



Magazine 



The Complete John Peel Sessions (EMI) 

Unashamedly intellectual, prone to flights of 
stylistic fancy and fronted by post-punk's 
leading literary light, Magazine were an 
unusual lot. Which is probably how they 
managed to sound so tremendous. Dave 
Formula's keys are everywhere, pounding 
out decorative warbles and wasp-in-a-jar 
screams. Barry Adamson's elastic bass 
resonates and the late John McGeoch 
weaves razor-wire guitarwebs. 

Which leaves Howard Devoto:the 
one man anthology of wry observation. 



From the icy mysteries of 'Permafrost' to 
the hyper-anxious 'Look What Fear's Done 
To My Body', he keeps things twitching and 
tumbling forward. The Complete John Peel 
Sessions compiles every performance from 
1 978 to 1 980 (repackaged from the Maybe 
It's Right To Be Nervous /Vow/box). As well 
as offering the pseudo-spontaneity inherent 
to Beeb-based antics, the disc is something 
of a career overview, visiting material 
from the band's first three albums and 
other desirable snippets. It's a great 
chance to flick through Magazine's 
fascinating pages. 
Peter Parrish 



Henry Mancini 



The Versatile Henry Mancini (el) 

Before he made his name with the sharp 
suited, swaggering themes to Peter Gunn, 
The Pink Panther and A Shot In The Dark, 
soundtrack king Mancini released this 
exquisite debut of tropical-tinged 
instrumentals. Titled Driftwood An d Dreams, 
the album was initially marketed in 1 9S7 
as anonymous exotica, until " Gunn's 
runaway success forced a re-christening 
to cash in on the composer's newfound 
fame" . Showcasing the side of Mancini that 
went on to create 'Moon River', The 
Versatile. . . possesses the same blissful 
mood, heavy-lidded harmonicas, woozy 
choirs and air of spooky romance as that 
swoonsome standard from Breakfast At 
Tiffany's. There's a hypnotic rendering of 
'Bali Hai' from South Pacific, a cool dip 
into Eric Coates' 'By The Sleepy Lagoon' 
(aka the theme from Desert Island Discs) 
and ghostly ululations from Lulu Jean 
Norman, the soprano of the Star Trek 
theme. El Records has helpfully included 
both versions of the album, so the listener 
can choose which way they like their early 
Mancini: in otherworldly Mono, or spaced- 
out Stereo. 
Dickon Edwards 



Les Reed 



Girl On A Motorcycle (RPM-Retro) 
Les Bicyclettes De Belsize (RPM-Retro) 

Reed may be best known for writing major 
hits forTom Jones and Engelbert 
Humperdinck, but it turns out that he played 
keys for Bond composer John Barry, too. 
Thankfully, it's that lesser-known side that's 
celebrated on these soundtracks, both 
from 1 968. Girl On A Motorcycle, starring 
Marianne Faithfull beneath the slogan "she's 
always naked under leather", is suitably 
hot-blooded; Les Bicyclettes De Belsize is 
more light-hearted, in keeping with the 
film's tone. 

The latter has little besides kitsch value 
to offer today, but the former remains a 
triumph , occasionally flirting with the Sixties 
avant-garde. It's gritty, too, while still 
retaining its full retro charm. Walk around 
with the theme on your iPod and you'll feel 
as though you've stumbled into a Sixties spy 
film -which is great, until you catch your 
reflection in a shop window. 
Marcus O'Dair 



The Replacements 



Tim (Rhino) 

Pleased To Meet Me (Rhino) 
Don't Tell A Soul (Rhino) 
All Shook Down (Rhino) 

It's a cliche, but it's also true that the grand 
act of self-sabotage that wasThe 



Replacements' career in many ways mirrored 
the alcoholic melancholy and shit-faced 
vulnerable bravado of their best music.That 
they cared so little about 'success' as 
to purposefully, drunkenly botch gigs when 
major label A&Rs were in attendance - and 
hurl their precious master tapes into the 
river- only enhanced their legend, enshrined 
in early songs like 'Careless'. 

Leaving indie label Twin/Tone Records 
in 1 984, their four album career in the 
majors with Sire saw the group swiftly 
unravel- mercurial partyman/guitarist 
Bob Stinson exited after Tim, and by 1 990's 
All Shook Down, the group were a Paul 
Westerberg solo project in all but name. 
As befits Westerberg's soused sensitivity 
and sentimentalism, the highlights from 
these albums -mostly found on 77m and 
Pleased To Meet Me- are affecting 
suckerpunches leaving bruises that linger, 
be it anthems for lost generations ('Bastards 
Of Young'), paeans to similarly doomed 
heroes ('Alex Chilton'), stark but lovely 
evocations of loneliness ('Swingin' Party'), 
or Westerberg's still-haunting drunkie 
confessional, 'Here Comes A Regular'. 
The two later albums are better than 
they're usually remembered as -and 
coin the template for Ryan Adams' MOR 
solo work - but aren't anything to convert 
the sceptical. 
Stevie Chick 



Soft Cell 



Heat: The Remixes (Mercury) 

A Soft Cell remix album is something 
that seems like it should have happened 
already - 25 yeras ago, they were 
instrumental in popularising the 1 2-year 
maxi single with alternate mixes in the 
first place.These all-new versions 
showcase the band's quintessential 
partnership of arty synth pop with the 
dancefloor. There's much bass-thumping 
to hand; but there are also more subtle 
arrangements such as the Memory 
Band's 'Youth' or Marcas Lancaster's 
ultra lighter-waving 'Say Hello, Wave 
Goodbye'. The bittersweet ennui of 
'Frustration' seethes with analogue 
immensity in the hands of Punx 
Soundcheck. Marc Almond has a go 
with Kinky Roland at redoing 'Meet 
Murder My Angel' in a style which would 
make Moroder proud, and Dave Ball 
contributes self-remixes in various 
guises, including an ecstatically twisted 
'Sex Dwarf as The Grid. 
Richard Fontenoy 



These Are Powers 



TaroTarot (Dead Oceans) 
Terrific Seasons (Dead Oceans) 

History has rewarded us. When Pat 
Noecker left Liars in the early days, before 
their shapeshifting ways made the punk- 
funk pigeonholing obsolete, he was to 
kickstart the sequence of events that 
afforded usThese Are Powers, another 
awe-shoveling three piece. And while 
the, urn, nebulae of their sonic systems 
may sporadically intermingle, These 
Are Powers have firmly staked their 
own space. 

Noecker dug himself out of the trench 
and, with Anna Barie and Bill Salas, built 
something stunning. Terrific Seasons, 
the reissued 2007 album, is a masterwork 
of catharsis. Spilling compressed riffs 
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neon junk 



Vords: Everett True 



Rubella Ballet 



Anarchy In The UV (Overground) 

Famously, Siouxsie And The Banshees formed at a Sex Pistols gig at 
the 100 Club in 1976, wherein Siouxsie, guitarist Steve Severin plus pals 
(Marco Pirroni, Sid Vicious) grabbed some instruments and played an 
extended, abortive version of 'The Lord's Prayer'. 

Not quite so famously, Rubella Ballet formed at a Crass gig in 1979 
after the audience were invited to finish off the evening using the main 
band's equipment. Various Fatal Microbes including guitarist Pete 
Fender and bassist/sister Gem Stone, dub-punk pioneer Annie Anxiety 
and Sid Ation (thedrummerfrom Flux Of Pink Indians) were among 
those who grabbed the opportunity. Annie left, vocalist Zillah Minx 
joined, and Rubella Ballet soon became synonymous with hand- 
painted, ultraviolet clothes, multi-coloured Mohicans and an 
exhilarating blend of the punk template and the weird tribal dance 
beat that seemed to be everywhere at the start of the Eighties. Or, 
as they term it now -and you can best believe Rubella Ballet are still 
reforming forthose ubiquitous 'punk' reunion gigs alongside X-Ray 
Spex (another major influence) and UK Subs- "Day-Glo death punk". 

Imagine Crass, if they'd grown up loving Thunderbirds, comic books 
and Siouxsie - and you've got a fair idea of what this retrospective 
sounds like: plenty of boisterous, upbeat female vocals, the odd snatch 
of musical montage, a smattering of spooky radio voices and gunfire, 
and the same basic three chords and simplistic drum beat that served 
Penny Rimbaud ef a/so well early on. 

Eight songs are drawn from the 1 981 's excellent cassette tape Ballet 
Bag (it originally came with badge, posterand lyric book -but everything 
did back then). The glee Minx feels at being allowed to front her own 
punk band shines through every last sub-Ari Up whoop. There are 
giggles, slashes of sequenced Severin-style guitar, and plenty of angst 
and politics thrown in, almost at random -the deeply feminist 'Slant 
And Slide', coming on like a cheekier Poison Girls, the subtle leaving 
home tale of 'Belfast', 'A Dream Of Honey' (like Vice Squad only 
withoutthe pervy connotations). 'Newz' begins all moody and 
windswept like The Mob only to follow through into a one-minute 
thrash (um, like The Mob); while 'Krack Track' directly lifts from their 
choppy rhythms and bastardised near-rap of bands like The Redskins. 

If it seems that I'm throwing in a load of comparisons and that Rubella 
Ballet are lessened by their weight: it's not so. It'sjustto show Rubella 
Ballet were definitely a band of their time -some of these bands may have 
come later, but everyone influenced one another. In 1981-2, Rubella 
Ballet were brilliant, near unstoppable: despite the lurid clothing and 
Mohicans, far from being cartoon punks -or cartoon, only is as much 
as Poly Styrene was a cartoon in 1976. Rubella Ballet were DIY and 
resolute: angry but determined to not let that in the way of fun. Live 
shows were particularly notable for their vivid psychedelic splurge of 
colour among the sombre black of the (mostly male) anarcho-punks. 

Their pinnacle came with the 1982 Number One (Independent 
Charts) EP, 'Ballet Dance' -the title track an anthem for the children 
of Thatcher stuck in squats and scum-holes, a supercharged two-minute 
explosion of force and dancing like a 'Her Jazz' a decade early, with 
Fender's razor-sharp guitars spewing defiance like a streetwise Steve 
Jones, the chorus ridiculously catchy and the other three songs 
('Unemployed', 'Something To Give', plus 'Krack Trak' from the 
cassette) just as fine. Forget We've Got A Fuzzbox and that crop of 
music journo wank fantasies (no disrespect ladies, but you certainly 
were playing to the herd later on)... this was Girls At Our Best! good. 

Being commercial didn't mean selling out. 
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A vivid psychedelic splurge of 
colour among the sombre black 

And then... just when it seemed nothing could stop the Ballet, Fender 
left to join The Omega Tribe at the end of 1 982. Overnight, Rubella 
Ballet became pale (well... colourful) caricatures of themselves. 
Unwilling or unable to continue with their wilful experimentation, 
they retreated back to what they knew best -that debut Siouxsie 
album and Crass-style collages. They released their debut LP At Last It's 
Playtime in 1 985 (reproduced in its entirety here) - and despite some 
righteous indignation on songs like 'Tangled Web' and 'TV Scream', it's 
basically Siouxsie's The Scream, shattered guitar line, tribal beat and 
echoed vocal for shattered guitar line, tribal beat and echoed vocal. 

The opening two tracks sum Rubella Ballet up in a nutshell. First, 
'Napalm', an aural collage in the style of Crass, with snatched radio 
voices, with snippets of live punk, moody bass and children's TV... which 
leads straight into 'The Night Russia Died'. The album closes with the 
dire 'Money Talks': the Ballet Dance bereft of any humour or melody. 
And it was downhill from there... Rubella Ballet's second album, 1986's 
If, got panned in the NME, who compared it to the US teen punk 
exploitation movies made at the start of the Eighties -with a "bad, sub- 
HM, band playing in the background with a Toyah soundalike singer," 
the writer (some weirdo calling himself The Legend!)spat, affronted. 

Anarchy In The L/l/would've been a great collection. If only they'd 
stopped at track 14. 



and thundering drums from their feverish 
minds, it will grip, grab and throttle you. 
Also reissued is Taro Tarot, recorded 
on Hallowe'en last year. It begins in an 
eerie underbelly of mangled hip-shaking 
and mystery before launching into militant 
thumping and electrifying yelps. What, 
between the smog of New York and wind 
of Chicago, inspires all this? Although 
they're rooted in free noise and 
improvisation, These Are Powers never 
grind to a repetitive standstill; they tug 
on our sleeves as their cascading, no-wave 
waves wind their way down and round 
and through and out of some strange land. 
Distort yourself. 
Sam Wander 



Various Artists 



The Clock Machine Turns You On: 
Malicious Damage Records (Malicious 
Damage) 

Released as a compendium, this showcases 
the past and current state of affairs at 
Malicious Damage Records, home to 
such leftfield luminaries as Killing Joke, 
Transmission, Bloodsport, Headcount 
and The Orb, who have mixed and remixed 
this compilation as they've seen fit. It's a 
moshpit in the mud at the edgiest of raves, 
all bristly despite the malicious dub; and 
it's fairly essential listening, probably, for 
throwbacks of all Nineties sub- and 
countercultures. But to my ears it all 
sounds a bit dated, like glowsticks and 



studded jackets and conspicuous gurning. 
The punk tracks have been largely left as-is, 
segueing oddly into enraged and bloopy 
techno that begs for E. There's even the odd 
jazzy chillout groove, but always with the 
repetitive loops and cyclical beats. It's sludgy 
and malignant and post-pissed off: sue me, 
but a lot of it sounds like Pop Will Eat Itself. 
Still, it's a historical document of colliding 
subcultures, and there are a couple of 
diamonds in the mud. 
Jesse Darlin' 



At The Cat's Cradle, 1 992 (MVD) 

Recorded as a duo with a DAT backing tape 
in front of what sounds like a tiny audience, 



Ween prove here that they were always 
at their best when going for the addled 
oddball experience. When they ambled 
onstage, it was endearing, even brave - 
two engagingly fucked-upstoners making 
merry hell with every genre imaginable. 
This set is riddled with knowing bonhomie 
among the occasionally dubious subject 
matter of the songs ('Reggaejunkiejew' 
or 'Cover ItWith Gas And Set It On Fire' 
stand out), but when they let rip on a 
piece of lo-fi psychedelia, like the 
fantastically grandiose 'Marble Tulip 
Juicy Tree' or the almost heartbreakingly 
vulnerable 'Captain Fantasy', it all makes 
queasy sense. 
Richard Fontenoy 
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seas of shingle 

Words: Abi Bliss 



Radio On director Chris Petit explores 
the topography of England's far east 



Chris Petit's 1979 film Radio On is ostensibly about a 
man's quest to find out why his brother died. But as 
taciturn protagonist Robert's drive from London to 
Bristol brings few answers, little attempt is made to 
hide the fact that Robert is just the eyes and steering 
hands through which its real subject is experienced. 

"I used to drive around a lot, and itwasasdumb 
as thinking, why do I never see the landscape that I 
see when I'm driving around in cinema?" Petit 
explains. Reissued on DVD, Radio On celebrates 
England's functional everyday landscapes: the curve 
of bridge and flyover, the contrast between high- 
rise blocks and sodden farmland where arthritic 
winter trees are swaddled in fog. 

"England was incredibly grey in those days, 
before the building of the Eighties. It reminded me 
far more of East Germany than West Germany." 



The film's aesthetic is unabashedly European. Wim 
Wenders co-produced the film with the BFI and lent 
first-time director Petit cameraman Martin Schafer, 
whose stark, silver-toned photography sits between 
film noirand Man Ray. The music scans the airwaves 
of post-punk alienation, notably Kraftwerk, and 
Bowie's German version of 'Heroes', in a nod to how 
we frame our lives with song, and foreshadowing 
the Walkman's shrinking of our personal musical 
bubbles. "Lasttime I watched it, I thought, 'Actually, 
this guy doesn't need to say anything'", Petit says. 
" I suppose the thing about English films was that 
most seemed to still be entrenched in a class system. 
I tended to think of them as being vertical, always 
about trying to climb. I wanted to make something 
that was more about movement through space 
or landscape." 



'East Anglia has this history of revolution, 
with both Cromwell and Margaret Thatcher' 




Filmed on the cusp of the Thatcher era, most 
people Robert encounters are too surrounded by 
their own problems to help, from a hitchhiking 
squaddie prone to rages to Sting, playing a petrol 
pump attendant who, between customers, strums 
the rock'n'roll of road accident victims Gene Vincent 
and Eddie Cochran. What lingers most, however, is 
the overwhelming emptiness. "Yeah, I don't know 
where all the people were. Especially when you get 
to the motorway sequence. You think, 'This must be 
the Fifties, it can't be the Seventies.'" 

Alongside his writing career, Petit later returned 
to roads with the M25 documentary London 
Orbital. He's appearing with that film's co-director, 
writer lain Sinclair, alongside film-makers Grant Gee 
and Emily Richardson, at Norwich arts festival 
Aurora as part of a discussion of Norfolk's landscape 
- a distinctive scenery also visited at the festival in 
Emily Richardson's film installation Cobra Mist, 
pictured. Petit spent time in East Anglia when his 
father served in the Royal Norfolk Regiment, and the 
area still fascinates him. "You've got those roads 
which go up north, the A1 and M1 1, and everything 
to the right of that on the map, you just think, This 
is not actually really England. It really is the East.' 

"On one level, it's as simple as a child's drawing, 
but on the other hand it has this history of 
revolution, with both Cromwell and Margaret 
Thatcher." If Petit's Radio On detractors told him 
England was too small for a road movie, then at 
least there he can find the kind of open horizons 
that he was looking for three decades ago. 

Aurora 2008 takes place November 12- 16 at venues across 
Norwich. Tickets available www.aurora.org.uk 
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into the arena 

Words: Robin Wilks 
Photography: Gerard Malanga 

The last days of Nico, captured in 
James Young's Songs They Never Play 
On The Radio 



books 




There's a strange purity to heroin addiction. It directs 
the entirety of your attention to just one thing 
in the world: finding the next fix. The narcotic is 
the source of your every joy, and the only thing 
you ever crave; it's a will (at least) as strong as 
religious devotion. 

Nico was one of the most devout of all, of 
course. It was never any secret - her habit formed 
an integral part of her 'myth': a Teutonic angel of 
death, beautiful and utterly wasted. She had a lot 
to forget, perhaps; when she was five, her father 
was executed by the Nazis for insanity caused by 
a wound in the head, and at 1 5 she was raped by 
a US Air Force soldier who was then tried and shot 
for his crime. 

But she went on to have an unbelievable career: 
modelling for Chanel and Vogue in her teens; 
becoming an obsession of Fellini's in La Dolce Vita 
(her acting career was curtailed by an inability to get 
up in the morning); and an equally smitten Warhol 
planting her, against the band's wishes, as singer in 
the Velvet Underground. And then there are her 
wonderful later solo albums: bleak, intense works 
brilliantly produced by John Cale. 

It was certainly the heroin that became the true 
focus of her life in later years, though; and it's this 
that brought her to Manchester (the consistent 
availability of high-grade Iranian junk being the 
stuff of Nico's dreams), there settling in with 
a hotchpotch of shambolic musicians who became 
her backing band. 

One of them, keyboardist James Young, wrote 
a great book about this time, entitled Songs They 
Never Play On The Radio, and published it back 
in 1 993; now it's being reprinted by Fortune Teller 
Press to mark the 20th anniversary of the singer's 
death. Young's writing is concise, insightful, 
pacyand hilarious. Farfrom mythologising, 
he unblinkingly portrays a faded beauty covered 
in scratches and bruises, prone to temper 
tantrums, who washed roughly once a year, 
and made public bowel movements in a 
crowded tour bus in her haste to get at a bag 
of heroin she'd smuggled through customs. 




The book is full of great tour stories, and 
hysterical encounters with Cale, Allen Ginsberg, 
John Cooper Clarke and Gregory Corso; but 
where it really excels is in the portraits of the 
characters in her entourage. And the book's 
truestar, above and beyond Nico, is her tour 
manager, Dr Demetrius. A fake doctor with a 
fake name, he cuts a hilarious figure, an inspired 
goon amped on Valium, philosophising ad-hoc 
and quoting his own (awful) poetry, leaving 
everywhere a trail of creditors and fraudulent 
credit-card bills, prodigiously eating and 
wanking, and making amorous advances 
towards an unimpressed Nico. 

In Demetrius' exploits are reflected all the 
great and ridiculous aspects of the rock'n'roll 
lifestyle. "Nico needs to work in order to buy heroin, 
and heroin in order to work," he tells Young. 
"We, on the other hand, have but one simple 
need: adventure." 

The Fortune Teller reprint is a strictly limited 
edition, for an interesting reason: Young announced 
plans to rework parts of Songs They Never Play 
On The Radio for a future edition, but publishing 
boss Graham Bendel objected to printing any 
altered form of the text, which he regards as 
"a masterpiece". I spoke to Young about the 
experiences behind the book, and his plans for 
the updated version. 

Did you enjoy being around Nico? 

"I loved her. She had the kind of presence that 
could change time. She drifted into spaces and 
inhabited them in a different way than most 
people. It wasn't just the dope; I think she had 
always been that way to a degree." 

Did she still engage with the music 
when performing? 

"When she was really focused and the occasion 
was right, she was intense. . . I can only liken her 
to a great flamenco performer like Camaron or 
the Egyptian singer Umm Kulthum (who she 
adored). Trouble was, Nico did too many gigs, 
to support her habit." 



Was there anything that you felt you 
couldn't include? 

"No. What was liberating about Nico and 
the milieu I tried to describe was the absolute 
paramount importance of malodorous gossip. 
Anything could be said. Nothing was forbidden., 
except 'It's not fair'." 

Was 'Dr Demetrius' always like that? 

"When I first knew him he was the opposite 
of Dr Demetrius. He was a tall, skinny, reclusive, 
literary loner from north Manchester. Then he 
hit the Valium. It gave him the confidence to 
go out into the world and eat it. Before I decided 
to join the tour, I was intrigued by a rock'n'roll 
manager who had no interest in rock music, 
and a beautiful celebrity who seemed to 
have lost interest in her beauty and what 



A faded beauty 
covered in scratches 
and bruises, prone to 
temper tantrums 



her celebrity implied. Who could resist?" 

How much are you intending to change in 
the revised edition? 

"Not a lot. Some things I couldn't write the first 
time -they just didn't come out well, there 
wasn't enough distance. Just a few tweaks, 
guaranteed to offend. There's a whole chapter 
involving an admiral in the US navy running for 
his life in his boxer shorts across the lawn of an 
Italian hotel, while I fired a toy pistol and 
[bandmate] Eric Random shouted "Viva 
Gaddafi! " . . .but I don't know if I'll ever get it 
down. Must try harder..." 

Nico: Songs They Never Play on the Radio is out 
November 20 on Fortune Teller Press 
www.fortunetellerpress.com 
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high-def scuzz 

words: Noel Gardner 

DVDs plucked from the crate marked 
'avant-rock' 

The Fantomas Melvins Big Band: Kentish Town Forum, 

London 1 st May 2006 (Ipecac) 

Envy: Transfovista (Rock Action) 

Arab On Radar: Sunshine For Shady People (Three One G) 

Various: Everything I Own Is Broken Or Bent (Corleone) 



DVD, as a format, 
hasn't had anything 
like the impact on 
music consumption 
thatVHS did. Given 
that in practical 
terms, it's just a 
higherqualityand 
more manageable 
version of the same, 
this isn't especially 
surprising. Lots 
of bands are still 
releasing DVDs, 
of course - concerts, documentaries or both - 
but there aren't too many Rattle And Hums 
these days, really. Not that the Melvins or 
Fantomas were ever going to be the band(s) 
to change that, but here's their literally-titled 
DVD for them as wants it. 



Danny Devito does a 
commentary track, for 
reasons unexplained 



The performance is just over 78 minutes long, 
which highlights the fact that this could just as easily 
have been a live album; ergo, the visual aspect has 
to extend a little further than "oh ho, look at Buzz 
Osborne's amusing frizzy hair" and "oh ho, look at 
Mike Pattern's logic- 
defyingly smug facial 
expression". It just 
about succeeds at this, 
sabotaging a wholly 
professional multi- 
camera recording 
with an arsenal of 
mongy effects. 
Aside from being 
able to witness a 
fairly clever number 
called 'Electric Long 
Thin Wire', which 



features exactly that 
plus some contact mics, 
there's not really 
anything to suggest this 
might serve as an entry 
point of interest for 
non-fans. Unless you 
happen to be an 
obsessive fan of 
Danny Devito, who 
does a commentary 
track, for reasons that 
are left unexplained. 

Envy, assured of their 
position as Japan's best 
known first-wave 
screamo meets post- 
rock quintet, 
undoubtedly have many B-list Hollywood 
actor friends they could have roped in for 
this. They must have all been busy during 
this DVD's production, though. Asa result, 
Transfovista is pretty much wall-to-wall live 
excerpts with a couple of videos and 
rehearsals slipped in. Realistically, a fans- 
only affair again, even more so in fact. 
Great band, though - the qualities that 
inspired Mogwai to release them on their 
Rock Action label are fairly evident. 
Arab On Radar, claim the band 

themselves, had from 
their outset a desire to 
tour Europe 
heightened by the fact 
that "we all come 
from very low-income 
families" (and if there's 
any received wisdom 
concerning 
Providence, Rhode 
Island noise-rock 
ensembles, that 
statement goes 
against it). DIY touring 




is something of a leveller, though: it smells bad and 
loses you money and gives you leg cramps and 
causes you to find joy in matters crass or 
sociopathic. In between raucous and exciting 
footage, culled from various late Nineties/ 
early 00s shows, AOR recall finding rusted bullets 
at David Koresh's Waco compound and share 
footage of a cat "after a night of fuckin' drugs". 
The part where they recall finding themselves in 
Germany, pondering the choice between visiting 
theOktoberfestor 
Dachau, is perhaps 
the ultimate 
crystallisation of the 
band's worldview. 

Should Arab 
On Radar sit down 
to watch Everything 
I Own Is Broken Or 
Bent, large parts 
will likely feel more 
ike a selection of 
home movies than 
*5«M anything: it's a 
collection of live footage and plastic 
scissors'n'Copydex videos from the roster of 
Corleone Records, a Providence label who operate 
in more or less the same scene as Load Records, 
releasing records by Landed, Mindflayerand 
Colin Langenusfrom USAisamonster, among 
many others. 

Corleone have put a lot of effort into this, 
so it's ironic that the fumbling amateurism of 
its constituent parts is its downfall. There are 
highpoints, certainly: the splendid Snake Apartment 
vividly channel Black Flag's My War to a splurge 
of really quite funny animation by two men 
who might conceivably have a career ahead of 
them in this, and there's a very sweet sepia-tone 
short film by ex-Bluetip singer Jason Farrell. 
But can't help feeling you needed to be at these 
camcorder-captured shows, or at art college 
with whoever designed the f leetingly amusing, 
ultimately crap animated shorts. 
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Kraftwerk And The Electronic Revolution 

(Sexy Intellectuals) 

A weighty three-hour documentary featuring plenty of interesting archive 
material and some clued-up talking head exposition, which, while not quite 
an exhaustive account of the band themselves, gives a solid introduction to 
experimental pop and rock music in post-war Germany. The film is good on 
the foundations: the social radicalisation of German youth after World War 
II, and how the compartmentalisation of culture affected the avant-garde 
scene. It was important, for example, that Kraftwerk came from Dusseldorf , 
a fashion and design metropolis some way removed from the 'hippie' ethos 
of the militant jams of Faust or the commune world funk of Can. It also 
addresses how the godfathers of all electronic dance music were less 
militant in their desire to break away from German tradition - the name 
Kraftwerk, in itself, being a radical statement. 
Kraftwerk And The Electronic Revolution, refreshingly, doesn't over-glorify the group: their 
album 'Tone Float' is no more than an interesting misfire compared to what Kluster and other peers 
were achieving but their name (they were previously known as The Organization) pointed the way 
forward with structured rather than improvised music. In the first incarnation of the group on tracks 
such as 'Ruckzuck', you can hear the first signs of what they were planning. (It is 'Metal On Metal' with 
a Neu ! beat after all - albeit with the melody played on a flute.) While other groups were concerned 
with breaking free of Germany's past by combining the rebellious rock'n'roll and funk transmitted 
from American army bases with the ultra-modernism of Stockhausen and Cage, Kraftwerk were 
concerned with the altogether more difficult project of the re-appropriation of the Nazi modernisation 
of Germany. The autobahn had been part of the key to the national socialist success, appealing to 
the mercantile classes as well as providing mass employment as well as allowing Hitler to achieve 
'Totale Mobilmachung' for his troops by 1939. 

It was an act of bravery indeed to try and liberate the notion of the motorway system away from 
Fascism, and when you listen to the title track of 'Autobahn' with its "wir fahr'n fahr'n fahr'n aufder 
autobahn" refrain you realise that Kraftwerk succeeded with ease. It is as much a riposte to their parents 
generation as it is an embrace of the American automobile dream of the open road -with an obvious 
nod to the Beach Boys. A straight road, propelling young Germany away from the horrors of the war. 
Despite some extraneous stuff about Bowie and Iggy and the fact that this tapers off with little mention 
of Electronic Cafe or TourDe France Soundtracks, this is surprisingly cogent and informative. 
John Doran 
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that odd and fateful night 

Words: Frances Morgan 
Photography: Adam Taylor 

Lou Reed's doomed rock opera 
finally makes it to the stage 

Berlin: Live At St Ann's Warehouse 

(dir Julian Schnabel, 2008) 

Some disclaimers: I don't like concert DVDs, as 
a rule. I don't like the process that 'rediscovers' 'lost' 
albums and puts them on big stages verbatim for 
colonies of old hipsters to clap and squawk at of 
an evening. I don't really like Lou Reed, but I've 
always grudgingly admired the guy for being so 
dislikeable, and for channelling that so effectively 
into Berlin - an album itching and burning with 
dislike and despair. While the record is indubitably 
theatrical, in structure and sound, this tasteful 
warehouse staging of its 1 1 songs, performed by 
musicians including Eyvind Kang, Antony Hegarty 
and the Brooklyn Youth Chorus, and designed and 
shot by The Diving Bell And The Butterfly director 
Julian Schnabel, is in danger of rendering its 
inherent decadence slick and comfy, flatteringly lit 
by both Schnabel's masterful camerawork and the 
warm glow of classicism. Reed reportedly always 
wanted the album staged - but one does wonder if 
this is what he had in mind in '73. 

Released in 1 973, Berlin is a concept album 
about the death of the human spirit, twice over- 
one protagonist escapes the pain via drugs and 
suicide, the other through becoming the 
emotionally devoid abuser, affectless and cold. 
Reed's funeral march for both characters contains 
sleazy, funked-up rock and Weill-styled stampers 
beside the laments. A recent listen to an original 
copy was a frustrating experience: dynamically, it 
felt as impotent as a speed-freak. By merely taking 
it live and refreshing its instrumentation, however, 
Berlin springs into bombastic life. Ignore the 
annoyances of any such high-end performance 



(gurning guitarist; bandana-sporting bassist; 
'wacky' conductor), and this added vitality repaints 
Berlin in high-contrast colours, transforming the 
often crass musical and lyrical gestures into 
archetypal statements straight from opera or Greek 
tragedy. This is especially true of side two of the 
album, where the descent into the abyss signalled 
by 'Caroline Says (II)', 'The Kids' and 'The Bed' is 
made all the more effective by the performance's 
exaggerated qualities. 

The visual elements - Schnabel's stage set, which 
evokes a faded, fin-de-siecle hotel, and his daughter 
Lola's film projections -are, as is often the case 
when combined with live music, a little superfluous, 
and have the unfortunate effect of diluting Berlin's 
horrific content by way of sheer elegance. 
Additionally, the appearance of Diving Bell star 



Berlin is repainted in 
high-contrast colours 



Emmanuelle Seignert and a handsome guy as 
a 'Caroline' and 'Jim' in the film firmly posits the 
narrative as comfortingly straight- maybe I took 
the line about her being a "German queen" the 
wrong way, but I always visualised Caroline more 
asa Fassbinderchararcterthan Sienna Miller-plays- 
Edie, and to 'see' the album shorn of transgressive 
sexuality of any kind neuters it somewhat. 

More effective is the film sequence for 'The Bed', 
credited to Spanish artist Alejandro Garmendia as 
'floating furniture', in which a room is apparently 
submerged, taken to pieces and dreamily turned 
upside down. Such magical ambiguity is a welcome 
touch amid a performance that's drawn in such bold 
strokes, and only really occurs again when Antony 
steps up for an encore of 'Candy Says', which Reed 
wisely lets him make very much his own. 



THE I books 
FALL EN 




Dave Simpson, Canongate 

This is a brilliant book. I started off prematurely jaded and 
disinterested. I like Dave Simpson. He's a lovely bloke. I didn't 
want to know about his dog, his life in Yorkshire or his 
fondness for football and a pint. Not in a book about The Fall, 
anyway. Likewise: Tommy Crooks, Fall guitarist for eight 
months, played on 1 997's Levitate, an album which even 
fanatic Simpson confesses has its faults- "like children," the 
critic remarks, clearly childless himself. I liked the concept: 
writing a bookfrom the margins, interviewing the 44-plus 
members who've played alongside legendarily prickly vocalist 
Mark E Smith over the three turbulent decades of The Fall's 
existence. Didn't care much for Chapter 4- the Hanley 
brothers, the elder of which, Steve, helped defineThe Fall's 
'sound' over the years with his ferocious bass - the interview 
amounted to little. Didn't care much for the following, either 
(Ben Pritchard, guitarist 2001-6; co-founderTony Friel). 

Yet the book was beginning to appeal. Maybe it was its 
neo-stalker mentality. 

I found Simpson's tendency to exaggerate every last 
nuance of his favoured band irritating, his blanket acceptance 
of every last hiccup too partisan. It's not that big a deal that a 
band gets into a fight on stage, and the police are called. Is it? 
There again, I'm a regular Fall fan, not an obsessive, I couldn't 
name you two-thirds of their 554 songs clogging up my 
iTunes. I only own about- hmm, 35 of their albums, I think. 
I listen to the timbre of the voice, not the message. I don't 
have aspirations of working-class credibility. I don't'get' 
sports or the way folk obsess over individuals. I kept reading 
nonetheless. I was finding out details of Simpson's life that 
intrigued me: a schoolmate claimed the Sex Pistols did 
cartwheels on stage; his girlfriend finding his devotion to the 
book annoying. And Simpson was starting to artfully weave 
all the disparate eras of The Fall together- linking the music 
to the musicians to the ever-present Machiavellian band- 
leader. He was developing a nice way with using lyrics to 
illustrate moments, and describing music. 

Kay Carroll showed up in Portland, Oregon, where she 
works as a doctor's assistant. The legendary bad-ass first (and 
pretty much only) manager of The Fall, she survived until 
1 983 when she walked out after a row outside an American 
bar, a time period that perhaps not accidentally coincides 
with The Fall's first (and some say, including myself and David 
Bowie, most fertile) era. More old faces showed up - Una 
Baines, still wide-eyed and soft-spoken; alt fashion icon Brix 
Smith, of course; Marc Riley, as bellicose and charming as 
ever; guitarist Martin Bramah with his gold shirt and sadly 
unfufilled promise; some bloke from Phoenix Nights... 

Slowly but surely I was being sucked into The Weird And 
Frightening World Of The Fall. 

When the denouement arrives, it's unexpected and 
heartbreaking. Dave Simpson immerses himself in his craft, 
his quest, his art to such a degree that what seemed to be a 
quite ordinary project to begin with turns into something 
extraordinary, befitting a Fall song - or album - itself. 

At its height, music criticism can enhance and beautify 
and inform and in every way complement the listening 
experience. On the rare occasions it does this, it becomes an 
art form to rank alongside the medium under discussion. No 
offence intended, but I believed Dave Simpson too nice a man 
to achieve these lofty peaks. I was wrong. In The Fallen, the 
man is writing out of his skin. I cannot recall enjoying a book 
about contemporary music so much for many years. It's better 
than two-thirds of The Fall's output, certainly post-1 983, easy. 
Everett True 
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OK, so clearly you have memorised (at least) 
one piece of ridiculous hyperbole regarding 
yrself. Please quote your favourite here. 

"Well, the very first article that I ever did said 
I was a six-foot tall ex-Vogue model. Which was 
wonderful 1 . " 

The biggest misconception about you? 

"That I'm a six-foot tall ex-Vogue model. " 

The most over-used adjective(s) about 
your sound? 

"There've been quite a few over-used adjectives. 
I suppose the worst one would have been trip-hop. 
To take hip-hop, which at the time was a very 
serious, vibrant black music and culture, and then 
fuse it with this really middle-class 'trip', was a folly, 
to say the least, on behalf of whoever made it up. " 

What word never gets used that should? 

"Well, I'm a fearless performer, and that's 
something to be regarded. " 

What was the most heinous lie you ever 
told in an interview? 

"\ never We in interviews. I'm not being ironic." 

Do you read your own press releases? Do 
you feel they represent you adequately? 

" I wrote my own press release on the last one. . . 
I broke it all down, the process of making the record, 



'I'm a fearless 
performer, and that's 
something to be 
regarded' 



where I come from, where I hope to be going. . .Still 
got it wrong, still put things in there I should never 
have put in. You know, I did say EMI signed me 
because I was like Robbie Williams, and I've been 
asked about that millions of times. " 

What was your worst interview 
experience? What was the weirdest? 

"I've had loads of weird interviews. You 
definitely have weird interviews with people who 
don't speak English, sometimes. People who 
pretend that they understand what you're saying. 
You're sitting in a hotel in Portugal or something, 
somebody's looking at me with glazed-over eyes. " 

Correct your worst misquote. 

"I'm never misquoted. Sometimes I wish they 
would misquote me, because I tend to hang myself 
in interviews, every now and again." 



Has music criticism ever actually helped 
improve yr work, even only in spotting a 
mistake or providing a second opinion? 

" I couldn't put my finger on which piece of 
criticism, but it does push you. You put work out 
there, and you get talked about and criticised, and 
it can help focus the mind." 

What do you do when a band you don't 
like cite you as an influence? 

"Oh I don't mind that at all. I don't dislike any 
bands, actually. I certainly don't dislike them if 
they like me. I'm well up for it." 

Do you ever Google yourself? 

"Not really, but I do check on Getty Images, 
when I've been out to a place and I've dressed 
up. When I come home I have a look at the old 
Getty Images and see what the picture was like 
of me standing on the red carpet or whatever. " 

What's the favourite of your record covers? 
What does it, y'know, say about you? 

"I love the first Moloko cover. I love the 
whole artwork, I love the strange details in it. 
You can look at it for ages, that cover. It's nice, it 
has character." 

What brilliant (at the time) ideas regarding 
'direction' or presentation or whatever are you 
now glad you never followed? 

"The videos for Overpowered, I'm very proud 
of them. But had I gone down the route of allowing 
the label to do what they normally do, which is send 
out the record saying 'write script', I think the 
intention stemming from the record sleeve would 
have been lost." 

The next question asks whether a music 
video that actually expressed something 
about you. But you've just covered that. . . 

"Yeah, [long pause] When they do that thing 
in YouTube, some of the kids cut loads of the 
videos together to one song, and it gives this 
overview of what I've done. I saw one of those 
the other day, and it made me quite proud. The 
other thing that blew my mind when I was on 
YouTube checking myself out were these drag 
queens who have made a homage to the 
'You Know Me Better' video. It's hilarious*. 
Absolutely perfect." 

What kind of film and/or scene would you 
most like your music to soundtrack? 

"Oh, Chinatown. OxTheBirds, because there's 
no music in The Birds, just the sound of birds! 
Fucking mental, synthesised birds! Genius. Or 
French Connection. " 

Have you ever covered a song 'cause you 
think you can do it better than the original? 

"Ithinkyou approach doing a coverwith 
trepidation and fear that you're not going to live 
up to the original. I don't think you approach it 
thinking, well, lean do better than this. Why 
would you take on something that's shit? You 
have to reach for the stars, dear." 

What's the most actually fairly insane thing 
a fan has done to impress you? 

"Well, give me loads of things, that's quite 
mad of them, isn't it? Fashion designers in 
Romania come to me with a huge bag of 
Romanian couture, and I feel utterly blessed. 
And then spend the next three or four months 
trying to get the outfits in some kind of photograph, 
where everyone will know about these young 
designers in Romania, because I'm so touched by 
that generosity. " 

What's the worst question you've ever been 
asked? What was your answer? 

"The worst question would be, 'Were you 
disappointed with [2005 solo album] Ruby Blue?' 
And myanswerwould be, inmymind, Fuck off! 

"But I would say: No, Ruby Blue's an incredibly 
important record to me, it's a groundbreaking 
record, I think I found places in my own voice I had 
never been to." 
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Plan B readers are delicate beasts who shouldn't be outdoors this time of year, 
rooting through newsagents' shelves and the like - so for the good of your health, 
we recommend a year's subscription. Not only will it keep you warm, it saves you £7 
on the cover price, and entitles you to some free stuff -this month, we're offering 
new and renewing subscribers a DVD of Wild Combination: A Portrait Of Arthur Russell, 
out now on Plexif ilm. This moving and eloquent documentary is a fitting testament to 
Russell's idiosyncratic, gorgeous music, and you really should see it. We've got only 10 
copies to give away, so sign up sooner rather than later. 

During his lifetime Russell shunned the limelight, 
creating an enigmatic persona - and body of work - 
that almost defied definition. Matt Wolf's film 
shines light on what created this enigma, without 
destroying it. Watching the archive footage that 
runs throughout Wolf's film feels like a rare 
privilege. We see Russell during early performances 
at The Kitchen ("He was one of the more eccentric 
of ourcommunity" notes Philip Glass), orself- 
consciously working his way through folk tunes 
armed with a bowl cut and an acoustic guitar. 
Elsewhere, we see old cine films of family holidays 
which Russell would later sing about in tunes like 
'That's Us/Wild Combination'. . . Most moving are 
the memories of his family. ..It is a delight to see 
them onscreen in their home town ofOskaloosa. 
Both freely admit they didn 't always understand 
Arthur- they certainly didn 't always understand his 
music (as Chuck says: "I call it music you can 't really 
tap your feet to. ") Nevertheless, their homespun 
manner both reflects and contrasts with the 
sentiment and sensitivity of Russell's lyrics. ..In an 
odd way Russell never fully left the prairies. Even in 
the midst of New York's underground disco scene, 
the corn-belt still haunted his music. . . 

This is a film about many things. It is the story of 
one man's obsession with sound. As Da vid Toop 
notes: "Arthur was creating a kind of Utopia. There 
was a compulsion to keep re-making this world - 
and this world was very, very complicated. " It is also 
a film about the tragedy of AIDS. As Ernie Brooks 
notes: "His gifts were increasing as his strength was 
leaving him". Most of all, though, this is also a film 
about love. - Stuart Aitken, Plan B #34 

To qualify for this offer please mention PB39 on the back of your cheque 
or in the Paypal comments box. You can see our other subscriber offers, 
buy back issues, sort out your subscription, read blogs and features, and 
start fights on the forum at www.planbmag.com 




Subscriptions 

UK- 12 issues for £35 (save £7 on the cover price), 

EU airmail - 1 2 issues for £55 

Rest of the World airmail - 1 2 issues for £75 



Back Issues 

UK-£4.00, EUairmail-£5.50 

Rest of the world airmail - £7.50 

All issues are still available apart from Issue 0. For 

enquiries, please contact richard@planbmag.com 



Send cheques to: Plan B Publishing, 1 56-1 58 Gray's Inn Road, London WC1X 8ED. 
Or visit www.planbmag.com/order and pay by credit card, debit card or Paypal 



Next month in Plan B (Out December 1) 

Plan B marks the waning of 2008 with a bumper 
end-of-year issue featuring Antony And The 
Johnsons, Italians Do It Better, Jeffrey Lewis, The 
Bug, Kode9 and Hyperdub, Eugene Robinson, Josie 
Long and a special extended Beehive featuring the 
Plan B team shooting the shit about the bands, 
albums and songs of the year. Can I geta'Yay!'? 
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Flying Lotus — Los Angeles 

'Truly original, Flying Lotus is the real sound 
of the future' DJ Magazine 
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Gang Gang Dance — Saint Dymphna 

'The best album we've heard all year' FACT 




Clark — Turning Dragon 

'This is an audacious attempt at making a 
twisted, brutal club record without clearing 
the floor— and it works.' **** Time Out 
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